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PREFACE TO PLA YS PLEASANT 

(1898) 

T? papers of the discourse with which the preceding volume* 
«aceV win remember that I turned my hand to play- 
. . . de'd of talk about “the New Drama , 

fbHowecTby the actual establishment of a “New Thrcatrc’’ 
^ Independent), threatened to end in the hunuhatmg 
that the New Drama, in England at least, was a 
f revolutionary imagination. This was not to 

Endured. I had rashly taken up the case; and rather than 

rfkszzz. as 

In 1E94 F mence t-MT, ^ command of t!je Avenue 
Rosmersholm, P ^ op the new Uncs by MiS3 

a^tmaS^r^emw^e/'ai 

Black Cat had been discover/ Dr. Todhunter 

i w P Yc-ats. a genuine cisco.w. u 

M r, a' Comedy of Sighs: Mr. Yeats, The Land of 
supplied A C-mec. " thinK but unpleasant plays m 

Heart’s Desire. I, b “S first ^attempt at a pleasant one, 

rny desk, hastily comp e ta’cing the title from the 

and called it Arms ? d ™ M ™££ g for a success, the 

first line of Rht ? being as promising as could be 

applause on ; he fL*t - S t of Apr a to the 7th of July, 
wished; and it ran fro £1777:5:6, an average of 

I 2 V.ir^ nine matlRCe3) - A 

♦ Plays 
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publisher receiving £1700 for a book would have made a 
satisfactory profit: experts in West End theatrical management 
will contemplate that figure with a grim smile. 

In the autumn of 1894 I spent a few weeks in Florence, 
where I occupied myself with the religious art of the Middle 
Ages and its destruction by the Renascence. From a former 
visit to Italy on the same business I had hurried back to 
Birmingham to discharge my duties as musical critic at the 
Festival there. On that occasion a very remarkable collec¬ 
tion of the works of our British “pre-Raphaelite” painters 
was on view. I looked at these, and then went into the 
Birmingham churches to see the windows of William Morris 
and Burne-Jones. On the whole, Birmingham was more 
hopeful than the Italian cities; for the art it had to shew me 
was the work of living men, whereas modern Italy had, as 
far as I could see, no more connection with Giotto than 
Port Said has with Ptolemy. Now I am no believer in the 
worth of any mere taste for art that cannot produce what 
it professes to appreciate. When my subsequent visit to 
Italy found me practising the playwright’s craft, the time 
was ripe for a modern pre-Raphaelite play. Religion was 
alive again, coming back upon men, even upon clergymen, 
with such power that not the Church of England itself could 
keep it out. Here my activity as a Socialist had placed me 
on sure and familiar ground. To me the members of the 
Guild of St Matthew were no more “High Church clergy¬ 
men, Dr Clifford no more “an eminent Nonconformist 
divine,’* than 1 was to them “an infidel.” There is only one 
religion, though there are a hundred versions of it. We all had 
the same thing to say; and though some of us cleared our 
throats to say it by singing revolutionary lyrics and republican 
hymns, we thought nothing of singing them to the music of 
Sullivan’s Onward Christian Soldiers or Haydn’s God Pre¬ 
serve the Emperor. 
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Now unity, however desirable in political agitations, i: 
fatal to drama; for every drama must present a conflict. The 
end may be reconciliation or destruction; or, as in life itself, 
there may be no end; but the conflict is indispensable: no 
conflict, no drama. Certainly it is easy to dramatize the pro¬ 
saic conflict of Christian Socialism with vulgar Unsocialism: 
for instance, in Widowers’ Houses, the clergyman, who does 
not anpear on the stage at all, is the real antagonist of the 
slum landlord. But the obvious conflicts of unmistakeable 
good with unmistakeable evil can only supply the crude 
■drama of villain and hero, in which some absolute point of 
view is taken, and the dissentients are treated by the drama¬ 
tist as enemies to be piously glorified or indignantly vilified. 
In such cheap wares I do not deal. Even in my unpleasant 
propagandist plays I have allowed every person his or her 
own point of view, and have, I hope, to the full extent of 
my understanding of him, been as sympathetic with oir 
George Crofts as with any of the more genial and popular 
characters in the present volume. To distil the quintessential 
drama from pre-Raphaelitism, medieval or modern, it mus 
be shown at its best in conflict with the first broken, nervorn, 
stumbling attempts to formulate its own revolt against Used 
as it develops into something higher. A coherent explana¬ 
tion of any such revolt, addressed intelligibly and prosaica dy 
to the intellect, can only come when the work is done, an 
indeed done with: that is to say, when tne development, 
accomplished, admitted, and assimilated is a^stcryof >- 
day. Long before any such understanding can b. reached 
the eyes of men begin to turn towards the distant lig-t o 
the new age. Discernible at first only by the eyes of the m,a 
of genius, it must be focussed by him on the speculum o 
wofk of art, and flashed back from that into the eyes of the 
Jlon ln. Nay, the artist himself has no other way o 
making himself conscious of the ray: it is by a blind instinct 
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that he keeps on building up his masterpieces until their 
pinnacles catch the glint of the unrisen sun. Ask him to ex¬ 
plain himself prosaically, and you find that he “writes like an 
angel and talks like poor Poll/* and is himself the first to 
make that epigram at his own expense. John Ruskin has 
told us clearly enough what is in the pictures of Carpaccio 
and Bellini: let him explain, if he can, where we shall be 
when the sun that is caught by the summits of the work 
of his favorite Tintoretto, of his aversion Rembrandt, of 
Mozart, of Beethoven and Wagner, of Blake and of Shelley, 
shall have reached the valleys. Let Ibsen explain, if he can, 
why the building of churches and happy homes is not the 
ultimate destiny of Man, and why, to thrill the unsatisfied 
younger generations, he must mount beyond it to heights 
that now seem unspeakably giddy and dreadful to him, and 
from which the first climbers must fall and dash themselves 
to pieces. He cannot explain it: he can only shew it to you 
as a vision in the magic glass of his artwork; so that you 
may catch his presentiment and make what you can of it. 
And this is the function that raises dramatic art above im¬ 
posture and pleasure hunting, and enables the playwright 
tc be something more than a skilled liar and pandar. 

Here, then, was the higher but vaguer and timider vision, 
the incoherent, mischievous, and even ridiculous unpractical¬ 
ness, which offered me a dramatic antagonist for the clear, 
bold, sure, sensible, benevolent, salutarily shortsighted 
Christian Socialist idealism. I availed myself of it in Candidh, 
the drunken scene in which has been much appreciated, I 
am told, in Aberdeen. I purposely contrived the play in such 
a way as to make the expenses of representation insignificant; 
so that, without pretending that I could appeal to a very wide 
circle of playgoers, I could reasonably sound a few of our 
mofe enlightened managers as to an experiment with half 
a dozen afternoon performances. They admired the play 
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generously: indeed I think that if any of them had been 
young enough to play the poet, my proposal might have been 
acceded to, in spite of many incidental difficulties. Nay, if 
only I had made the poet a cripple, or at least blind, so as to 
combine an easier disguise with a larger claim for sympathy, 
something might have been done. Richard Mansfield, who 
had, with apparent ease, made me quite famous in America 
by his productions of my plays, went so far as to put the 
play actually into rehearsal before he would confess himself 
beaten by the physical difficulties of the part. But they did 
beat him; and Candida did not see the footlights until my 
old ally the Independent Theatre, making a propagandist 
tour through the provinces with a Doll’s House, added 
Candida to its repertory to the great astonishment of its 


audiences. .. , 

In an idle moment in 1895 I began the bttle scene called 

The Man of Destiny, which is hardly more than a bravura 

piece to display the virtuosity of the two principal P erfo ™" s ' 
In the meantime I had devoted the spare moments or 1896 
to the composition of two more plays, only the first or which 
apoears in this volume. You Never Can Tell was an attempt 
to comply With many requests for a play m which the much 
paragraphed “brilliancy” of Arms and The Man shornd be 
temnered by some consideration for the requirements of 
managers in search of fashionable comedies for West End 
theatres I had no difficulty in complying, as I have always 
fast my plays in the ordinary practical comedy form m use 
at alMbe theatres; and far from talcing an unsympathetic 
view of the popular preference for fun, fasffionable dresses 

l lltt,e Twiih rm expensive air, attended by an if-possible- 
co'mic waiter, I was more than wilhng to shew that the drama 

BufJ Often happens 
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it was easier to do this than to persuade those who had asked 
for it that they had indeed got it. A chapter in Cyril Maude’s 
history of the Haymarket Theatre records how the play was 
rehearsed there, and why I withdrew it. And so I reached the 
point at which, as narrated in the preface to the Unpleasant 
volume, I resolved to avail myself of my literary expertness 
to put my plays before the public in my own >yay. 

It will be noticed that I have not been driven to this ex¬ 
pedient by any hostility on the part of our managers. I will 
not pretend that the modem actor-manager’s talent as player 
can in the nature of things be often associated with excep¬ 
tional critical insight. As a rule, by the time a manager has 
experience enough to make him as safe a judge of plays as 
a Bond Street dealer is of pictures, he begins to be thrown 
out in his calculations by the slow but constant change of 
public taste, and by his own growing conservatism. But his 
need for new plays is so great, and the few accredited authors 
are so little able to keep pace with their commissions, that 
he is always npt to overrate rather than to underrate his dis¬ 
coveries in the way of new pieces by new authors. An original 
work by a man of genius like Ibsen may, of course, baffle 
him as it baffles many professed critics; but in the beaten path 
of drama no unacted works of merit, suitable to his pur¬ 
poses, have been discovered; whereas the production, at great 
expense, of very faulty plays written by novices (not 
"backers”) is by no means an unknown event. Indeed, to 
anyone who can estimate, even vaguely, the complicated 
trouble, the risk of heavy loss, and the initial expense and 
thought, involved by the production of a play, the ease with 
which dramatic authors, known and unknown, get their works 
performed must needs seem a wonder. 

Only, authors must not expect managers to invest many 
thousands of pounds in plays, however fine (or the reverse), 
which will clearly not attract perfectly commonplace people. 

• • 
k 
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Playwriting and theatrical management, on the present com¬ 
mercial basis, are businesses like other businesses, depend¬ 
ing on the patronage of great numbers of very ordinary 
customers. When the managers and authors study the wants 
of these customers, they succeed: when they do not, they fail. 

A public-spirited manager, or an author with a keen artistic 
conscience, may choose to pursue his business with the 
minimum of profits and the maximum of social usefulness by 
keeping as close as he can to the highest marketable limit 
of quality, and constantly feeling for an extension of that 
limit through the advance of popular culture. An unscrupu¬ 
lous manager or author may aim simply at the maximum of 
profit with the minimum of risk. These arelhe opposite poles 
of our system, represented in practice by our first rate 
managements at the one end, and the syndicates which exploit 
ponrngraphic farces at the other. Between them there' is 
plenty^of room for most talents to breathe freely: at all 
events there is a career, no harder of access than any cognate 
career for all qualified playwrights who bring the manager 
what his customers want and understand, or even enough 
of it to induce them to swaUow at the same time a grea 
deal that they neither want nor understand; for the public 

k touchingly humble in such matters. 

For all that the commercial limits are too narrow for our 

theatre is growing in importance as a 

, A rhnrrhes* for modern civilization is rapidly multiply 
or bad churches, both school and church. 

modem Kaiser, Dmtator, ^ newspapers are pow 

ISSSS 
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in so far as the theatrical education of the persons con¬ 
cerned has been romantic: that is, spurious, cheap, and 
vulgar. The truth is that dramatic invention is the first 
effort of man to become intellectually conscious. No frontier 
can be marked between drama and history or religion, or 
between acting and conduct, nor any distinction made 
between them that is not also the distinction between the 
masterpieces of the great dramatic poets and the common¬ 
places of our theatrical seasons. When this chapter of 
science is convincingly written, the national importance of 
the theatre will be as unquestioned as that of the army, the 
fleet, the Church', the law, and the schools. 

For my part, I have no doubt that the commercial limits 
should be overstepped, and that the highest prestige, with 
a financial position of reasonable security aDd comlort, 
should be attainable in theatrical management by keeping 
the public in constant touch with the highest achievements 
of dramatic art. Our managers will not dissent to this: the 
best of them are so willing to get as near that position as 
they can without ruining themselves, that they can all point 
to honorable losses incurred through aiming “over the heads 
of the public,” and will no doubt risk such loss again, for 
the sake of their reputation as artists, as soon as a few popular 
successes enable them to afford it. But even if it were 
possible for them to educate the nation at their own private 
cost, why should they be expected to do it? There are much 
stronger objections to the pauperization of the public by 
private doles than were ever entertained, even by the Poor 
Law Commissioners of 1834, to the pauperization of private 
individuals by public doles. If we waDt a theatre which 
shall be to the drama what the National Gallery and British 
Museum are to painting and literature, we can get it by 
endowing it in the same way. In the meantime there are 
many possibilities of local activity. Groups of amateurs can 

xiv 
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form permanent societies and persevere until they develop 
into professional companies in established repertory theatres. 
In big cities it should be feasible to form influential com¬ 
mittees, preferably without any actors, critics, or playwrights 
on them, and with as many persons of title as possible, for 
th- purpose of approaching one of the leading local mana- 
rers with a proposal that they shall, under a guarantee against 
loss, undertake a certain number of afternoon performances 
o f the class required by the committee, in addition to their 
ordinary business. If the committee is influential enough, 
the offer will be accepted. In that case, the first performance 
will be the beginning of a classic repertory for the manager 
and his company which every subsequent performance will 
exiend. The formation of the repertory will go hand in 
hand with the discovery and habituation of a regular audience 
for if and it will eventually become profitable for the manager 
to multiply the number of performances at his own nslc. 
It might even become worth his while to take a second theaUe 
and establish the repertory' permanently in it. In the event 
of any of his classic productions proving a fashionable suc¬ 
cess he could transfer it to his fashionable house and ma«e 
the most of it there. Such managership would carry a kmgnt- 
hood with it; and such a theatre would be the needed nucleus 
formunicipal or national endowment. I make the suggestion 
quite disinterestedly; for as I am not an academic P^n, 
? should not be welcomed as an unacted classic by such a 
committee 10 and cases like mine would still leave forlorn 
hoo-s like The Independent Theatre its reason for existing. 
The"committee olan, I may remind its critics, has been w 
operation in London for two hundred years m support of 

lta Returningnow to the actual state of things, it is clear that 
1 have no grievance against our theatres. Knowing quite wefl 
what I was doing, J have heaped difficulties in the way ci the 
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performance of my plays by ignoring the majority of the 
manager’s customers: nay, by positively making* war on them. 
To the actor I, have been more considerate, using all my 
cunning to enable him to make , the most of his technical 
methods; but I have not hesitated on occasion to tax his 
intelligence very severely, making the stage effect depend 
not only on nuances of execution quite beyond the average 
skill produced by the routine of the English stage in its present 
condition, but on a perfectly sincere and straightforward 
conception of states of mind which still seem cynically per¬ 
verse to most people, and on a goodhumoredly contemptuous 
or profoundly pitiful attitude towards ethical conventions 
which seem to them validly heroic or venerable. It is 
inevitable that actors should suffer more than most of us 
from the sophistication of their consciousness by romance; 
and my view of romance as the great heresy to be swept off 
from art and life—as the food of modem pessimism and the 
bane of modern self-respect, is far more puzzling to the per¬ 
formers than it is to the pit. It is hard for an actor whose 
point of honor it is to be a perfect gentleman, to sympathize 
with an author who regards gentility as a dishonest folly, 
and gallantry and chivalry as treasonable to women and 
stultifying to men. 

The misunderstanding is complicated by the fact that 
actors, in their demonstrations of emotion, have made a 
second nature of stage custom, which is often very much out 
of date as a representation of contemporary life. Sometimes 
the stage custom is not only obsolete, but fundamentally 
wrong: for instance, in the simple case of laughter and tears, 
in which it deals too liberally, it is certainly not based on 
the fact, easily enough discoverable in real life, that we only 
cry now in the effort to bear happiness, whilst we laugh and 
exult in destruction, confusion, and ruin. Y/hen a comedy 
is performed, it is nothing to me that the spectators laugh: 
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any fool can make an audience laugh. I want to see how 
many of them, laughing or grave, are In the melting mood. 
And this result cannot be achieved, even by actors who 
thoroughly understand my purpose, except through an artistic 
beauty of execution unattainable without long and arduous 
practice, and an intellectual effort which my plays probably 
do not seem serious enough to call forth. 

Beyond the difficulties thus raised by the nature and 
quality of my work, I have none to complain of. I have 
come upon no ill will, no inaccessibility, on the. part of the 
very few managers with whom I have discussed it. As a rule 
I find that the actor-manager is over-sanguine, because he 
has the artist’s habit of underrating the force of circum¬ 
stances and exaggerating the power of the talented individual 
to orevail against tnem; whilst I have acquired the politician s 
habit of regarding the individual, however talented, as having 
no choice but to make the most of his circumstances. I ban 
suspect that those managers who have had most to do wit 
me if asked to name the main obstacle to the performance 
of my plays, would unhesitatingly and unanimously reply 
“The author.” And I confess that though as a matter of 
business I wish , my plays to be performed, as a matter of 
instinct I fight against the inevitable misrepresentation of them 
with all the subtlety needed to conceal my ill will from 

mycelf as well as from the manager. 

The main difficulty, of course, is the incapacity for serious 
drama of thousands of playgoers of all classes whose shilling* 
and half guineas will buy as much m the market as if they 
delighted the highest art. But with them I must frankly 
take the superior position. I know that many managers a e 
“holly dependent on them, and that no manager ts whoUy 
• a of them’ but I can no more write what they 

want than Joachim can put aside his fiddle and oblige a 
happy company of beanfeasters with a marching tune on the 
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German concertina. They must keep away from my plays: 
that is all. 

There is no reason, however, why I should take this 
haughty attitude towards those representative critics whose 
complaint is that my talent, though not unentertaining, lacks 
elevation of sentiment and seriousness of purpose. They 
can find, under the surface-brilliancy for which they give 
me credit, no coherent thought or sympathy, and accuse me, 
in various terms and degrees, of an inhuman and freakish 
wantonness; of preoccupation with “the seamy side of life”; 
of paradox, cynicism, and eccentricity, reducible, as some 
contend; to a trite formula of treating bad as good and good 
as bad, important as trivial and trivial as important, serious 
as laughable and laughable as serious, and so forth. As to 
this formula I can only say that if any gentleman is simple 
enough to think that even a good comic opera can be pro¬ 
duced by it, I invite him to try his hand, and see whether 
anything resembling one of my plays will reward him. 

I could explain the matter easily enough if I chose; but 
the result would be that the people who misunderstand the 
plays would misunderstand the explanation ten times more. 
The particular exceptions taken are seldom more than 
symptoms of the underlying fundamental disagreement 
between the romantic morality of the critics and the natural 
morality of the plays. For example, I am quite aware that 
the much criticized Swiss officer in Arms and The Man is not 
a conventional stage soldier. He suffers from want of food 
and sleep; his nerves go to pieces after three days under fire, 
ending in the horrors of a rout and pursuit; he has found 
by experience that it is more important to have a few bits 
of chocolate to eat in the field than cartridges for his revolver. 
When many of my critics rejected these circumstances as 
fantastically improbable and cynically unnatural, it was not 
necessary to argue them into common sense: all I had to 
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do was to brain them, so to speak, with the first half 
dozen military authorities at hand, beginning with the present 
Commander-in-Chief. But when it proved that such un¬ 
romantic (but all the more dramatic) facte implied to them 
a denial of the existence of courage, patriotism, faith, hope, 
and charity I saw that it was not really mere matter of fact 
tha t was at issue between us. One strongly Liberal critic, 
the late Moy Thomas, who had, in the teeth of a chorus of 
dissent, received my first play with the most generous 
encouragement, declared, when Arms and The Man was pro¬ 
duced that I had struck a wanton blow at the cause of 
liberty in the Balkan Peninsula by mentioning that it was 
not a matter of course for a Bulgarian in 1885 to wash his 
hands every day. He no doubt saw soon afterwards the 
squabble, reported all through Europe, between Stambouloff 
aid an eminent lady of the Bulgarian court who took ex¬ 
ception to his neglect of his fingernails. After that came 
the news of his ferocious assassination, with a description 
of the room prepared for the reception of visitors by his 
Widow who draped it with black, and decorated it with photo¬ 
graphs of the mutilated body of her husband. Here was a 
sufficiently sensational confirmation o? the accuracy of my 
!k®ch of the theatrical nature of the first apings of western 
civilization by spirited races just emerging from slavery. 
Bu! it had no bearing on the real issue between my critic 

j which was, whether the political and reugious 

and m y s . inspired Gladstone to call for the rescue 

oAhes” Balkan principalities from the despotism of the Turk, 
and converted miserably enslaved provinces into hopeful and 

Szw tjz s"pS,rs,»; 

V ™rt I hope not; for idealism, which is only a flattering 
“ame for romance in politics and morals, is as obnoxious 
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to me as romance in ethics or religion. In spite of a Liberal 
Revolution or two, I can no longer be satisfied with fictitious 
morals and fictitious good conduct, shedding fictitious glory 
on robbery, starvation, disease, crime, drink, war, cruelty, 
cupidity, and all the other commonplaces of civilization 
which drive men to the theatre to make foolish pretences 
that such things are progress, science, morals, religion, 
patriotism, imperial supremacy, national, greatness and all 
the other names the newspapers call them. On the other hand, 
I see plenty of good in the world working itself out as fast as 
the idealists will allow it; and if they would only let it alone 
and learn to respect reality, which would include the bene¬ 
ficial exercise of respecting themselves, and incidentally 
respecting me, we should all get along much better and 
faster. At all events, I do not see moral chaos and anarchy 
as the alternative to romantic convention; and I am not going 
to pretend I do merely to please the people who are con¬ 
vinced that the world is held together only by the force of 
unanimous, strenuous, eloquent, trumpet-tongued lying. To 
me the tragedy and comedy of life lie in the consequences, 
sometimes terrible, sometimes ludicrous, of our persistent 
attempts to found ou^ institutions on the* ideals suggested 
to our imaginations by our half-satisfied passions, instead of 
on a genuinely scientific natural history. And with that 

hint as to what I am driving at, I withdraw and ring up the 
curtain 
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Arms and The Man was performed for the first time at the 

Avenue Theatre, London, on the 21st April 1894 , by Alma 

Murray as Raina , Mrs Charles Calvert as Catherine, Florence 

arr as Louka, Yorke Stephens as Bluntschli, A. E. W 

Mason as the Russian Officer, Orlando Barnett as Nicola 

James Welch as Petkoff and Bernard Gould (Sir Bernard 
Partridge) as Sergius. 
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Night: A/' lady’s bedchamber in Bulgaria, in a small town 
ar thedDragoman Pass, late in November in the year 1885. 


near the/ Dragoman Pass , late in November in the year 1885. 
Through an open window with a little balcony a peak of the 
Balkans, wonderfully white and beautiful in the starlit snow, 
seems quite close at hand, though it is reqlly miles away. The 
interior of the room is not likejyiy&wg to be seen in the 
fivest of Europe. It is half rich Bulgarian, half cheap_Vi£t ±— 
nese^ Above the head of the bed, which stands against a 
little wall cutting off .the left hand corner of the room, is 
a painted wooderi ^s'hrirfe, blue and gold, with an ivory 
image of Christ, and a light hanging before it in a pierced 
metal ball suspended by three chains. The principal seat, 
placed towards theother^ ofjhe room arioftositei^ 
■window, is a Turkish ottoman. The CQuaferpane and*hang¬ 
ings of the bed, the window curtains, the little carpef^and^ 
all the ornamental textile fabrics in the room arp oriental 
and gorgeous; the paper on the walls is occ iden tal and <■& 
paltry. The washstand, against the wall on thf r side pearesg^ 
the ottoman and window, consists of an fnamejled iron 
basin with a pail beneath it in a painted metal frame, and 
a single towel on the rail at the side. The dressing tabic. > 
between the bed and the window, is a common pine t able / 
covered with a cloth of many colors , with an expensive toilet 
mirror on it. The door is on the side nearest the bed; and 
there is a fcltest of dffgffThis chest of drawers 
is also covered by a varieg ated native cloth; and on it there 
is a pile of paper backed novels, a box of chocolate creams, 
and a miniature easel with a large photograph of an 
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extremely handsome officer, whose lofty bearing and 
magnetic glance can be felt even from the portrait. The room 
is lighted by a candle on the chest of drawers, and another 
on the dressing table with a bop of matches beside it. 

The window is hinged doorwise and stands wide open. 
Outside, a pair of wooden shutters, opening outwards, also 
stand open. On the balcony a young lady, intensively con¬ 
scious of the romantic beauty of the night, and of the fact 
shat her own youth and beauty are part of it, is gazing at 
the snowy Balkans. She is in her nightgown, well covered 
by a long mantle of furs, worth, on a moderate estimate 
about three times the furniture of her room. 

Her reverie is interrupted by her mother, Catherine 
Pethoff, a woman over forty, imperiously energetic, with 
magnificent black hair and eyes, who might be a very splendid 
specimen of the wife of a mountain farmer, but is determined 
to be a Viennese lady, and to that end wears a fashionable 
tea gown on all occasions. 


Catherine [entering hastily, full of good news ] Raina! 

I She pronounces it Rah-eena. with the stress on the ee\. 

Raina: [She goes to the bed, expecting to find Raina there]. 

Why, where—? \Raina looks into the room]. Heavens, 

in the night air instead of in your bed? 

You LI catch your death. Louka told me you were asleep 

raina [dreamily] I sent her away. I wanted to be alone. 

The stars are so beautiful! What is the matter? 

Catherine. Such news! There has been a battle. 

raina [her eyes dilating] Ah! [S7:e comes eagerly t* 
Catherine]. 

CATHERINE. A great battle at Slivnitza! A victory! And it 
was won by Sergius. 

rain [With a cry of delight] Ah! [They embrace 
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-rapturously ] Oh, mother! [Then, with sudden anxiety ] Is 
father safe? 

Catherine. Of course: he sends me the news. Sergius is 
the hero of the hour, the idol of the regiment. ' ' 

rajna. Tell me, tell me. How was it? [ Ecstatically ] Oh, 
mother! mother! mother! [She pulls her mother down on the 
ottoman; and they kiss one another frantically ]. 

Catherine, [with surging enthusiasm ] You cant guess how 
splendid i t is . A cavalry charge! think of that! He defied 
our Russian commanders—acted without orders—led a 
-charge on his own responsibility—headed it himself—was 
the first man to sweep through their guns. Cant you see it, 
Raina: our- gallant splendid Bulgarians with their swords 
and eyes flashing, thundering down like an avalanche and 
■scattering the wretched Serbs and their dandified Austrian 
; ’/officers like chaff. And you! you kept Sergius waiting a year 
before you would be betrothed to him. Oh, if you have a 
drop of Bulgarian blood in your veins, you will worship him 
when he comes back. 

; raina. What will he care for my poor little worship after 
the Reclamations of a whole army of heroes? But no matter: 
I am so happy! so proud! [She rises and walks about excitedly ]. 
It proves that all our ideas were real after all. 

Catherine [indignantly] Our ideas real! What do you 

mean ? 



•- raina. Our ideas of what Sergius would do. Ou'r j patrio¬ 
tism. Our heroic ideals. I sometimes used to doubt whether 
^ they were anything but dreams^Ojj,^ faithless Tittle 
i />rMtnri*c <n‘rk are! When I buckIecTon''Sergius’s sword;he 


creatures girls are! When I buclded on Sergius’s sword; he 
1 looked so noble:J t was treason to think of disiU^sia^r ^ 
^humiliation or failure. And yet—and yet —(She sits ddwn 
~ogain suddenly] Promise me youll never tell him. 1 

Catherine. Dont ask me for promises until I know what 
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I’m promising. 

raina. Well, it came into my head just as he was holding 
me in his arms and looking into my eyes, that perhaps we 
1-only had our heroic, ideas herause we are so fond of read¬ 
ing gyro q. and I^usm Sn^ a 

with the opera that season at Bucharest. Real life is so 
a seldom like that! indeed never, aslar as I knew it then. 

t \ Remorsefully! . Only think, mother: I doubted him: I 
ei \vonderedwliether all his qualities and his soldiership might 
not prove mere imagination when he went intoa[real battle. 
I had an uneasy^arjhat^he^mlgl^ out a poor ngur? ‘there 
beside all those clever officers "fr om theJTsarTcourt. 

Catherine. A poor figure! Shame on you! The Serbs have 
Austrian officers who are just as clever as the Russians; but 
we have beaten them in every battle for all that. 

raina [laughing and snuggling against her mother] Yes: 
I was only a prosaic little coward. Oh, to think that it was 
all true! that Sergius is just as splendid and noble as he 
looks! that the world is really a glorious wprld for women 
who can see its glory and men who can^act its romance! 
What happiness! what unspeak a ble fulfilm ent!. 



She is afraid of Catherine, but even with her goes as far as 
she dares.)) 


louka. If you please, madam, all the windows are to be 
closed and the shutters made fast. They say there may be 
shooting in the strolls. [Raina and Catherine rise together, 
alarmed]. The Serbs are being chased right back through the , 


pass; and they say they may run into the town. Our c avalr y*^*'/. 
will be after them; and our people will be re ady for thcm, sf4j 
you may be sure, now theyre running away. [S/ie goes out on ^ 
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the balcony, and pulls the outside shutters to; then steps back 
into the room]. 

Catherine [businesslike, her housekeeping instincts 
aroused] I must see that everything is made safe downstairs. 

> 

rain A. I wish ^our people were not so cruel. What j>lory is^ 
there in killing wretched fugitives? t\ ^ .'"~ 

Catherine. Cruel! Do you suppose they would hesitate 
to kill you—or worse? 

raina [to Louka] Leave the shutters so that I can just 
close them if I hear any noise. 

Catherine [authoritatively, turning on her Kay to the 
door] Oh no, dear: you must keep them fastened. You would 
be sure to drop off to sleep and leave them open. Make them 
fast, Louka. h 

louka. Yes, madam. [She fastens them]. 

RArNA. Dont be anxious about me. The moment I hear a 
shot, 1 shall blow out the candles and roll myself up in bed 
with my ears well covered. 

Catherine. Quite the wisest thing you can do, my love. 
Goodnight. 

raina. Goodnight. [Her emotion comes back for a 
moment]. Wish me joy [They kiss]. This is the happiest night 
of my life—if only there are no fugitives. 

Catherine. Go to bed, dear; and dont think of them. 
[She goes out]. 

louka [secretly, to Raina] If you would like the shutters 
open, just give them a push like this [she pushes them: they 
open: she pulls them to again]. One of them ought to be 
bolted at the bottom, bu^^bolf^ne...^ 

raina [with dignity , reproving /rerjlThanks, Louka; but 
we must do what we are told. [Louka makes a grimace] 
Goodnight. • *' 

LOUKA [carelessly] Goodnight. [S/ie goes out, swaggering j 

:tw ~ 
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f Raina, left alone, takes off her fur cloak and throws it on 
the ^ottoman. Then she goes to the chest of drawers, and 
adores the portrait there with feelings that are beyond all 
expression. She does not kiss it or press it to her breast, or 
shew it any mark of bodily affection; but she takes it in her 
hands and elevates it like a priestess. ^* ’*■ 11 

raina [looking up at the picture] Oh, I shall never be un¬ 
worthy of you any more, njiy soul’s hero: never, never, never. 
[5V7e replaces it releremTy. then she select’y a novel from the 
little pile of books. She turns over the leavef dreamily; finds 
her page; turns the book inside out at it; and, with a happy 
sigh, gets into bed and prepares to read herself to sleep. 
But before abandoning herself to fiction, she raises her eyes 
once more, thinking of the blessed replity, and murmurs] 
My hero! my hero! 


A distant shot breaks the quiet of the night. She starts, 
listening; and two more shots, much nearer, follow, sta rtling 
her so that she Scrambles out of bed, and hastily blows out 
the candle on the chest of drawers. Then, putting her fingers 

in her ears, she runs to the dressing table, blows out the 
light there 

being visibi 

before the image, and the starlight seen through the sjffs & 
at the top of the shutters. The firing breaks out again: there' 1 
is a startling fusillade quite close at hand. Whilst it is still 


, and hurries flacl ^ fo. L bed in the dark, nothing . 
\e but the glimmerlof ~t)\e light in the pierced ball 


echoing, the shutters disappear,' pulled opep from without; 
and for an instant the rectangle of snowy starlight flashes ^ 
out with the figure of a man silhouetted in black uponit^ji 
The shutters close immediately; and the room is dark 
But the silence is now broken by the sound offlanting. 

there is a scratch ; and the flame of a match is seen in the 

middle of the room. • __ -,w Hu {, 



raina [crouching on the bed] Who’s there? [The match 
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is out instantly]. Who’s there? Who is that? 

A MAN’S voice [in the darkness, subduedly, but threaten- 
ingly] . Sh—sh! Dont call out; or youll be shot. Be good; and 
no harm will happen to you. [She is heard leaving her bed. 
and making for the door]. Take care; it’s no use trying to 
run away. 

RAIN A. But who— 

the voice [warning] Remember; if you raise your voice 
my revolver will go off. [Commandingly]. Strike a light and 
let me see you. Dp-^you hear. [Another moment of silence and 
darkness as she retreats 'to the chest of drawers. Then she 


lights a candle; and the mystery is at an end. He is a man of 
about 35, in a \ dep lorable plight, bespattered with mud ana 
blood and snow, his belt^and jig, strap of his ^revolver-case 
keeping together the torn ruins of the blue tunic of a Serbian 
„ artillery officer. All that the candlelight and his unwashed 
l j unkempt condition make it possible to discern is that he is of 
middling 1 ' ' e /fat)ure an£ 1 undistinguished ' appearance, with 
strong neck and shoulders, roundish obstinate looking head 
covered with short J criip 6 bronze"curls, clear quick eyes and 
good brows and mouth, hopelessly prosaic hose like that . 
of a strong minded baby, trim soldierlike ca rriage and [j'f 
energetic manner and wifi all his wits about him in spite J > 
of his desperate Medicament: even with a sense of the 
humor of it, without, howevpr, the . leastjnten\ipn of trifling ■ 
with it or throwing away V chance'. Re ckonin g up what 
can guess about Raina: her age, her social position, her 
character, and the extent to which she is frightened., he con - 
times, more politely but still most .determinedly]' Excuse my 
disturbing you; but you recognize my uniform? Serb! If I’m 
caught I shall be killed. [A{enacingly\ Do you understand 
that? . /K, (fi. 


RAINA. Yes. 
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the man. Well, I dont intend to get killed if I can help it. 
[Still more formidably ’] Do you understand that? [He locks 
the door quickly but quietly ]. 

raina [disdainfully] I suppose not. [Sfo draws herself up 
superbly, and looks him straight in the face, adding, with cut - 
ting emphasis) Some soldiers, I know, are afraid to die. 

the man [with grim goodhumor ] All *of them, dear lady, 


all of them, believe me. It is our duty to live as long as we 
can. Now, if you raise an alarm— 

raina [cutting him short] You will shoot me. How do you 
know that / am afraid to die? 




the man [ cunningly] Ah; but suppose I dont shoot you, 
what will happen then? A lot of your cavalry will burst into 
this pretty room of yours and slaughter me here like a pig; 
for I’ll fight like a demon: they shant get me into the street 
to amuse themselves with: I know what they are. Are you 
prepared to receive that sort of company in your present 
undress? [Raina, suddenly conscious of her nightgown, 
instinctively shrinks, and gathers it more closely about her 
neck. He watches her, and adds pitilessly] Hardly present¬ 
able, eh? [She turns to the ottoman. He raises his pistol 
instantly, and cries] Stop! [She stops]. Where are you going? 
raina [with dignified patience] Only to get my cloak.J 
the man [passing swiftly to the ottoman and snatching the 
cloak] A good idea! I’ll keep the cloak; and you 11 take care 
that nobody comes in and sees you without it. This is a better 
weapon than the revolver; eh? [He throws the pistol down on 
the or roman] A 

raina [revolted] It is not the weapon of a gentleman! 
the man. It’s good enough for a man with only you to 
stand between him and death. [As they look at one another 
fa r a moment, Raina hardly able to believe that even a 
Serbian officer can be so cynically^ and selfishly unchivalro us, 
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they are startled by^ a^ sharp jiisillade' in the street. The chill 
of (imm inent death 5 hushes the man’s voice as he adds] Do 
you hear? If you are going to bring those blackguards in on 
me you shall receive them as you are. 

) ^ Clamor and disturbance. The pursuers in the street fanny 
at the house door, shouting Open the door! Open the door! 
Wake up, will you! A man servant’s voice calls to them angrily 
from within. Thi^ki Major PeikofPs house: ^ou^ca^t come 
in here: but a renewal of the clamor, and a torrent of 'blows 
on the door, and withjkjg. Jetting a chain down with a cl aide, 
followed by a rush of heavy footsteps and a din of triumphant 
yells, dominated at last by the voice of Catherine „ indignantly 
addressing an officer with What does this mean, sir? Do you 
know where you are ? The noise subsides suddenly. 

louka [outside, knocking at the bedroom door] My lady! 
my lady! get up quick and open the door. If you dont they 
will break it down. 

The fugitive throws J 4 fijiis head with the gesture of 
who sees that it is all over with h im, and Anns tho r»n, 
has been assummglo intimidate R air.a .;;*. 

the man [sincerely and kindly] No use, dear. I’m done for. 
[Flinging the cloak to her] Quick! wrap yourself up: theyre 

• -/. i Vv. . 

coming. ’ 

raina. Oh, thank you. [She wraps herself up with intense 

relief]. / 

the MAN [between his teeth] Dont men tion it . r fr-O✓►**-•-* 
raina [anxiously] What will you do 

THE man [grimly ] The first man iq will,find out. Keep out 
of the way; and dont lopk. It wont'l asf jong; but it will not 
be nice. [He draws his sabre and faces the door, waiting]. 
raina [impulsively] I’ll help you. I’ll save you. 

THE MAN. You cant. 

raina. I can. I’ll hide you. [She drags him towards the 


a man 

\rops the manner he 
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window ]. Here! behind the curtains. 

the man [yielding to her] Theres just half a chance, if you 
keep your head. ' n t * t r 

Raima [drawing the air tain before him] S-sh! [She makes 
for the ottoman]. 

the man [ putting out his head] Remember— 
raina [running back to him] Yes ? 
the man. —nine soldiers out of ten are bora fools. 
raina. Oh! [She draws the curtain angrily before him]. 
the man [looking out at the other side ] If they find aic, I 
promise you a fight: a devil of a fight, i / (‘ c T J' - 
She stamps at him. He disappears hastily. She takes off 
her cloak, and throws it across the foot of the bed. Then, 
with a sleepy, disturbed air, she opens the door. Louka enters 
excitedly. ( ’ 

louka. One of those beasts of Serbs has been seen climb¬ 
ing up the v/aterpipe to your balcony. Our men want to search 
for him; and they are so wild and drunk and furious. [She 
makes for the other side of the room to get as far from the 
door cs possible]. My lady says you are to dress at once, and 
to— s?cs the revolver lying on the ottoman, and stops, 
petrified]. *' '' | 

RAIMA [as if annoyed at being disturbed] They shall not 
search here. Why have they been let in ? 

Catherine [coming in hastily ] Raina. darling: are you 
safe? Have you seen anyone or heard anything? 

raina. I heard the shooting. Surely the soldiers will not 
dare come in here? 

CATHERINE. I have found a Russian officer, thank Heaven: 

he knows Seigius. [Speaking through the dear to someone 

outside]. S.r: will you come in now. My daughter will receive 
you. 

A VGUng Russian ^ Bulgarian uniform, enters . 
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jword in hand. yv 1 ' 1 / j 

officer [vW//i jo// feline politeness and stiff military r 

carriage ] Good evening, gracious lady. I am sorry to intrude; 

but there is a Serb hiding on the balcony. Will you and the 

gracious lady your mother please to withdraw whilst we 

search?,, , ~ L (U • v ' >,/'»'.• • , 

raina [petulantly] Nonsense, sir: you can see that there is 

no one olTthTbaicony. [She throws the shutters wide open 
and stands with her back to the curtain where the man is 
hidden, pointing to the moonlit balcony. A couple of shots 
are fired right under the window; and a bullet shatters t le 
glass opposite Raina, who winks and gasps , but stan 
ground; whilst Catherine screams, and the officer, with a cry 

of Take care! rushes to the balcony). 
the officer [on the balcony , shouting sa\age y o\cn to 

the street] Cease firing there, you fools, do you ear. ease 
firing, damn you! [He glares down for a moment; then turns 
to Raina, trying to resume his polite manner]. Could anyone 
have got in without your knowledge? Were you as eep . 

raina. No; I have not been to bed. 

THE officer [impatiently, coming back into tic room 
Your neighbors have their heads so full of runaway er s 
that they see them everywhere. [Politely] Gracious a * 
thousand pardons. Goodnight. [Military wnci t 
returns coldly. Another to Catherine, who fol ows um ou • 
Raina closes the shutters. She turns and sees ou a, w 

has been watching the scene curiously. ... 

Raina. Dont leave my mother, Louka, unti t e so i 
go away. 7^ 

Louka glances at Raina, at the ottoman, at t it curtain, 
then j furses her lips secretively, laughs insolent y, an goe 
out. keina, highly offended by this demonstration, follows 
her to the door, and shuts it behind her with a slam, lockmg 
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it violently . T/ie man immediately steps out from behmd 

the curtain, sheathing his sabre. Vien, dismissing the danger 
from his mind in a businesslike way, he comes affably .to 

Raina. C jc f^ r < r H f f* «. 

THE man. A narrow shave; but a miss is as good as a 

mile. Dear young lady: your servant to the death. I wish 
for your sake I had joined the Bulgarian army instead of 
the other one. I am not a native Serb. 

raina [haughtily] No: you arc one cf the Austrians who 
set the Serbs on to rob us of our national liberty, and who 
officer their army for them. We hate them! /- 
the man. Austrian! hot L Dont hate me, dear young 
lady. I am a Swiss, fighting merely as a professional soldier, 

I joined the Serbs because they came first on the road from, 
Switzerland. Be generous: youve beaten us hollow. A ^ * F d. 
raina. Have 1 not been generous? ‘ ( 

the man. Noble! Heroic! But I’m not saved yet. This 
particular rush will soon pass through; but the pursuit will 
go on all night by fits and starts. I must take my chance to 
get off in a quiet interval. [Pleasantly) You dont mind my 
waiting just a minute or two, do you? r , /■ v • , fr 
raina [putting on her most genteel society manner ] Oh, 
not at all. Wont you sit down? 
the man. Thanks. [He sits on the foot of the bed]. 

Raina walks with studied elegance to the ottoman and 
sits down. Unfortunately she sits on the pistol, and jumps 
up with a shr : ek. The man. all nerves, shies like a frightened 
horse to the other side of the room. s - il ' 1 - 
the man [irritably] Dont frighten me like that. What is it? 
raina. Your revolver! It was staring that officer in the 
face all the lime. What an escape! ^ ‘ ' 
the man [vexed at being unnecessarily terrified ] Oh, is 
that all? 
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RAINA [staring at him rather superciliously^ as she con¬ 
ceives a poorer and poorer opinion of him and feels pro¬ 
portionately more and more at her ease ] I am, sorry I 
frightened you. [S/ie takes up the pistol and hands it to 
him]. Pray take it to protect yourself,against me. 

THE man [grinning \ ^edrily a! the sarcasm as he takes 
the pistol ] No^useTdear young lady: there* nothing in it. !t’s 
not loaded. [He makes a grimace at it and drops it disparagingly 

into his revolver case]. A ... 

rajna. Load it by all means. 

the man. Ive no ammunition. What use are cartridges 
in battle? I always carry chocolate instead; and I finished 

the last cake of that hours ago. 

raina [outraged in her most cherished ideals of manhood] 

Chocolate! Do you stuff your pockets with sweets like a 

schoolboy—even in the field ? , . _ . . 

the man [grinning] Yes: isnt :t contemptible? [Hungrily] 

I wish I had some now. > ' 1 • 

raina Allow me. [She sails away scornful,y to the ches: 

of drawers, and returns with'the box oj confectionery in her 

hand]. I am sorry I have eaten them all except these. [She 

.offers him the box]. 

the man [ravenously] Youre an angel S [He gobbles tne 
contents] Creams! Delicious! [He looks anxiously io set 
whether there are any more. There are none: he car, only 
scrape the box with his fingers and suck them. Woen that 
nourishment is exhausted he accepts the inevitable with 
pathetic goodhumor, and says, with grateful emotion] B>ess 
you, dear lady! You can always JteUan old sold.er oy the 
inside of his holsters and cartridge boxes. The young ones 
carry pistols and cartridges: the old ones, jrub,Thank you. 
[He hands back the box. She snatches it contemptuously 
from him and throws it away. He slues again as if she had 
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meant to strike him]. Ugh! Dont do things so suddenly, 
gracious lady. It's mean to revenge yourself because 1 fright- 

ened you just now. 

raina [loftily] Frighten me! Do you know, sir, that though 
1 am only a woman, I think I am at heart as biave as you. . ^ f 

THE MAN. 1 should think so. You havnt been under fire 
for three days as 1 have. I can stand two days without shew-. 

\ ing it much; but no man can stand three days: I’m as nervous 
, as a mouse. [He sits down on the ottoman, and takes his head 
in his hands]. Would you like to see me cry? 

. _ If f 

raina [alarmed] No. ft. 

THE MAN. If you would, all you have to do is to scold me 
just as if 1 were a little boy and you my nurse. If I were in 
camp noto, theyd play all sorts of tricks on me. *>. •> r ‘ f ' 

raina [a little moved] I’m sorry. 1 wont scold you. 
[Touched by the sympathy in her tone, he raises his head 
and looks gratefully at her: she immediately draws back and 
says stiffly] You must excuse me: our soldiers are not like 
that. [She moves away from the ottoman]. 

THE man. Oh yes tfiey are. There are only two sorts of 
soldiers: old ones and young ones. Ive served fourteen years: 
half of your fellows never smelt powder before. Why, how 
is it that youve just beaten us? Sheer ignorance of the art of 
war, nothing else. {Indignantly] I never saw anything so 
unprofessional. 

raina [ironically] Oh! was it unprofessional to beat you? 

the man. Well, come! is it professional to throw a regiment 
of cavalry on a battery of machine guns, with the dead 
certainty that if the guns go off not a horse or man will ever 
get within fifty yards of the fire? 1 couldnt believe my eyes 
when 1 saw it. 

k\»Na [eagerly turning to him. as all her enthusiasm and 
her dreams of glory rush back on her] Did you see the great 
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cavalry charge? Oh, tell me about it. Describe it to me 
THE MAN. You never saw a cavalry charge, did you? 
raina. How could I? 

THE MAN. Ah, perhaps pot. No: of course not' Well, it’s 
a funny sight. It’s like slinging a handful of peas against a 
window pane, first one comes; then two or three close behind 

him; and then all the rest in a lump.— 

raina [her eyes dilating as she raises he, clasped hands 

ecstatically) Yes, first One! the bravest of the brave! 

the MAN [prosaically] Hm! you should see the poor devil 

pulling at his horse. 

raina. Why should he pull at his horse? 

THE man l impatient of so stupid a question ) It’s running 
away with him, of course: do you suppose the fellow wants 
~tcTget there'before the others and be killed? Then they all 
t come: You can jell _the young ones by their wildness and 
£ their slashing. The old ones come bunched up under the 
‘ riumBeiTohT guard: they know that theyre mere projectile^, 
and that it’s no use trying to fight. The wounds are most y 
broken knees, from the horses cannoning together. 

raina. Ugh! but 1 dont believe the first man is a coward. 

1 know he is a hero! 

THE MAN [goodhumoredly] Thats what youd have saic 

if youd seen the first man in the charge today. ... 
raina [breathless, forgiving him everything) Ah. I knew 

it! Tell me. Tell me about him. 

THE MAN. He did it like an operatic tenor. A regular 

handsome fellow, with flashing eyes and lovely moustache. 

shouting his war-cry and charging like Don Quixote al the 

windmills. We did laugh. 
raina. You dared to laugh! 

THE MAN. Yes: but when the sergeant ran up as white as 
a sheet, and told us theyd sent us the wrong ammunition. 

Ciu, : 15 


, r ARMS AND THE MAN 

and that we couldnt fire a round for the next ten minutes, 
we laughed at the other side of our mouths. I never felt 
so sick in my life; though Ive been in one or two very tight 
places. And I hadnt even a revolver cartridge: only choco¬ 
late. We’d no oayonets: nothing. Of course, they just cut 
us to bits. And there was Don Quixote flourishing like a 
drum major, thinking ’he’d done the cleverest thing ever 
known, whereas he ought to be courtmartialled for it. Of 
all the fools ever let loose on a field of battle, that man must 
be the very maddest. He and his regiment simply committed 
suicide; only the pistol missed fire: thats all. 

raina [deeply wounded but steadfastly loyal to her ideals] 
Indeed! Would you know mm again if you saw lum? 
the man Shall I ever forget him! 

She again goes to the ches< of drawers. He watches her 
with a vague hope that she may have something more for 
him to eat. She takes the oortrait from its stand and brings 
it to him. 

raina. That is a photograph of the gentleman—the 
patriot and hero—to whom I am betrothed. 

THE man [recognizing it with a shock] I’m really very 
sorry. [Looking at her] Was it,fair to lead me on? '[He looks 
at the portrait again] Yes: thats Don Quixote: not a doubt 
of it. [He stifles a laugh]. 
raina [quickly] Why do you laugh? < ' 

the man [apologetic but still greatly tickled] I didnt 
laugh, I assure you. At least I didnt mean to. But when 1 
think of him charging the windmills and imagining be was 
doing the finest tiling— [He chokes with suppressed 
laughter], 

raina [sternly] Give me back the portrait, sir. 
tit. man [with sincere remorse] Of course. Certainly 
I 'u r ally very sorry. [He hands her the picture. She 
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deliberately kisses it and looks him straight in the face before 
returning to the chest of drawers to replace it. He follows 
her, apologizing ]. Perhaps I’m quite wrong you know: no 
doubt I am. Most likely he had got wind of the cartridge 

business somehow, and knew it was a safe job. 

raina. That is to say, he was a pretender and a coward. 

You did not dare say that before. t 

the MAN [with a comic gesture of despair J It s no use 

dear lady: 1 cant make you see it from the professional 

point of view. [/Is he turns away to gel back to the ottoman. 

a couple of distant shots threaten renewed trouble ]. 

RAINA [sternly, as she sees him listening to the shots] So 

much the better for you! 


THE MAN [turning] How? 

raina. You are my enemy; and you are at my mercy. 

What would 1 do if 1 were a professional soldier. 

THE MAN. Ah. true, dear young lady: ^ , 

I know how good youve been to me: to my last hour I shall 

remember Tho 8 se three chocolate creams. It was unsold,er.y, 


>ut it was angelic. cnMierlv 

raina [coldly] Thank you. And now I will do a soldierly 

hing You cannot stay here after what you have just said 

tbout my future husband; but I will 8° °ut on the balcony 

ind see whether it is safe for you to climb down into the 

itreet. [She turns to the window]. waterome! 

THE MAN [changing countenance] 0 ma |<es 

Stop' Wait! I cant! 1 darent! The very thought of it makes 

^ -jj i nn it fast enough with death behind me. 

me giddy. 1 came up it * ast * We sinks on the 0110 - 

But to face it now in cold blood . [H 

man]. It’s no use: I give up: I m beaten. G ve the a 

[He drops his head on his hands in the deepest 
raina [disarmed by pity ] Come: dont * 

[She stoops over him almost maternally: he sha.es 1 
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Oh, you are a very poor soldier: a chocolate cream soldier! 
Come, cheer up! it takes less courage to climb down than 
to face capture: remember that. ?* ' : i 

the man (i dreamily lulled by her voice] No capture 
only means death; and death is sleep: oh, sleep, sleep, sleep, 
undisturbed sleep! Climbing down the pipe means doing 
something—exerting myself—thinking! Death ten times over 
first. 

raina [softly and wonderingly, catching the rhythm of his 
weariness ] Are you as sleepy as that? 

the man. Ive not had two hours undisturbed sleep since I 
joined. I havnt closed my eyes for forty-eight hours. 

raina [at her wit's end) But what am 1 to do with you? 
the man [staggering up , roused by her desperation J Of 
course. 1 must do something. [He shakes himself, pulls 
himself together; and speaks with rallied vigor and courage). 
You see, sleep or no sleep, hunger or no hunger, tired or not 
tired, you can always do a thing when you know it must be 
done. Well, that pipe must be got down: [he hits himself on 
the chest) do you hear that, you chocolate cream soldier? 
[He turns to the window). 

raina [anxiously) But if you fall? c>‘ ; 

the man. 1 shall sleep as if the stones were a feather bed. 
Goodbye. [He makes boldly for the window; and his hand 
is on the shutter when there is a terrible burst of firing in the 
street beneath]. 

raina [rushing to him] Stop! [She seizes him recklessly 
and pulls him quite round). Theyll kill you 
the man [ctolly. but attentively) Never mind this sort of 
thing is all in my day’s work. I’m bound to take my chance. 
{/ t isively) Now do what 1 tell you. Put out the candle, 
so that they shant see the light when 1 open the shutters. And 
keep away from the window, whatever you do If they see 
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me theyre sure to have a shot at me. 

raina [clinging to him ] Theyre sure to see you. its bright 
moonlight'TH save you. Oh, how can you be so indifferent! 

You want me to save you, dont you ? 

THE MAN. 1 rea'ly dont want to be troublesome. [5/11? shakes 

him in her impatience]. 1 am not indifferent, dear young lady, 

l assure you. But how is it to be done? 

raina Come away from the window. [She lakes him firmly 
back to (he middle of the room. The moment she releases 
him he turns mechanically town, is the window again She 
seizes him and turns him hack, exclaiming ] Pease! [We 
becomes motionless, like a hypnotized rabbit his fatigue 
■t: gaining fast on him She releases lion, and addresses him 
^ patronizingly]. Now listen. You must trust to our hospitality. 
You do not yet know in whose house you are I am a Petkoff 

THE MAN. A pet what? . 

RAINA [rather indignantly] 1 mean that I belong to the 

family of the Petkoffs. the richest and best known in our 

“man. Oh yes, of course. I beg your pardon The Pet- 

koffs, to be sure. How stupid of me 1 

raina. You know you never heard of them until thrs 

moment. How can you stoop to pretend 

the man. Forgive me' I'm too tired to think, and the 

change of subject was too much for me Dont 5 -° ,d ™ . 

raina I forgot. It might make you cry. [He nods, quite 

seriously She pouts and then resumes her patronizing tone], 
“tel. you that my father holds the high*.command 

of any Bulgarian m our army He is [proudly] a Major 

THE man [pretending » he deeply impressed] A Major' 

Bless me' Think of that' 

raina You shewed great .gnorance in thmk.ng that was 
necessary to climb up to the balcony because ours .s the 
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only private house that has two rows of windows. There' 
is a flight of stairs inside to get up and down by. 

THE MAN. Stairs! How grand! You live in great luxury 

indeed, dear young lady. 
rain a. Do you know what a library is? 
the man. A library? A roomful of books? 
raina. Yes. We have one, the only one in Bulgaria. 

THE MAN. Actually a real library! I should like to see 
that. » 

RAINA [affectedly] 1 tell you these things to shew you that 
you are not in the house of ignorant country folk who would 
kill you the moment they saw your Serbian uniform, but 
among civilized people. We go to Bucharest every year for 
the opera season; and 1 have spent a whole month in/ 

Vienna. * ■ -*• ''• > 1 

the man. 1 saw that, dear young lady, I saw at once that, 
you knew the world. ' 

RArNA. Have you ever seen the opera of Ernani?' 
the man Is that the one with the devil in it in red velvet,, 
and a soldiers’ chorus? 
raina [contemptuously] No! 

the man [stifling a heavy sigh of weariness] Then I dont. 
know it. 

raina. 1 thought you might have remembered the great 
scene where Ernani, flying from his foes just as you are 
tonight, takes refuge in the castle of his bitterest enemy, aD 
old Castilian noble. The noble refuses to give him up. His 
guest is sacred fo him. 

the man [qui kly, waking up a little] Have your people 
got that notion? 

raina [with dignity] My mother and I can understand 
that notion, as you call it. And if instead of threatening me 
with your pistol as you did you had simply thrown yourself. 
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as a fugitive on our hospitality, you would have been as 
safe as in your father’s house. 

the man. Quite sure? . . , 

RAIN a [turning her back on him in disgust) Oh, it is useless 

to try to make you understand. 

THE MAN. Dont be angry: you see how awkward it would 

be for me if there was any mistake. My father is a very 

hospitable-man: he keeps six hotels; but I couldnt trust him 

k as far as that. What about your father? 
r RAIN a. He is away at Slivnitza fighting for his country. 
a answer for your safety. There is my hand in pledge of it. 

Will that reassure you? [She offers him her hand], 

THE MAN [looking dubiously at his own hand ] Better 
touch my hand, dear ^ngUdy. I must have a wash first 
RAINA [touched] That is very nice of you. I see that y 

are a gentleman. 

THE MAN [puzzled] Eh? . . D . ori _ n . nf 

RAINA. You must not think I am surprised. Bulgarmni of 

really good standing-people in our position-wash their 

hands nearly every day. So you see 1 can appre 

delicacy. You may take my hand. [SV °ff ers “ ag “‘ . , ,, 

THE MAN [kissing it with his hands behmd Ins back] 

Thanks, gracious young lady. I feel safe a a • 
would you mind breaking the news to your mother. 

better not stay here secretly longer than is necessary 

ra,na. If you will be so good as to keep perfectly still 

whilst I am away. , 

the man. Certainly [he sits down on the ottoman] 

Raina goes to the bed and wraps herself in » f 
His eyes close. She goes to the door. Turning for a last look 

at him , she sees that he is dropping off to sleep. 

raina [at the door] You are not going as,eep > a J 
[He murmur s ina rticulately: she runs to him and s 1 
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Do you hear? Wake up: you are falling asleep. 

the man Eh? Falling aslee — ? Oh no- not the least in 
the world: I was only thinking. It’s all right: I’m wide awake. 

raina [severely) Will you please stand up while I am 
away. [He rises reluctantly]. All the time, mind. 

the man [standing unsteadily] Certainly. Certainly: you 
may depend on me. 

Raina looks doubtfully at him. He smiles weakly. She 
goes reluctantly, turning again at the door, and almost catching 
him in the act of yawning. She goes out. 

the man [drowsily] Sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, slee— [The 
words trail off into a murmur. He wakes again with a shock 
on the point of falling]. Where am 1? Thais what 1 want to 
know: where am I? Must keep awake. Nothing keeps me 
awake except danger: remember that: [intently] danger, 
danger, danger, dan— [trailing off again: another shock] 
Wheres danger? Mus’ find it. [He starts off vaguely round 
the room in search of it]. What am I looking for 9 Sleep— 
danger—dont know. [He stumbles against the bed]. Ah yes: 
now I know. All right now. I’m to go to bed, but not to 
sleep. Be sure not to sleep, because of danger. Not to lie 
down either, only sit down. [He sits on the bed. A blissful 
expression comes into his face]. Ah! [With a happy sigh he 
sinks back at full length ; lifts his boots into the bed with a 
final effort; and falls fast asleep instantly]. 

Catherine comes in , followed by Raina. 

raina [looking at the ottoman] He’s gone! I left him here. 

Catherine. Here! Then he must have climbed down from 
the— 

raina [seeing rm] Oh! [S/ie points ]. 

CATHERINE [scandalized] Well! [She strides to the bed. 
Raina following until she is opposite her on the other side]. 
He’s fast asleep. Tne brute! 
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Raina [< anxiously ] Sh! 

Catherine [shaking him] Sir! [Shaking him again, harder ] 
Sir*!! [Vehemently, shaking very hard] Sir!!! 

Raina [catching her arm] Dont, mamma: the poor darling 
is worn out. Let him sleep. 

Catherine [letting him go, and turning amazed to Raina J 
iTlie poor darling! Raina!!! [She looks sternly at her daughter]. 
The matt sleeps profoundly. 
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The sixth of March , 1886. In the garden of Major 
Petkoff’s house. It is a fine spring morning; the garden looks 
fresh and pretty. Beyond the paling the tops of a couple 
of minarets can be seen, shewing that there is a valley there, 
with the little town in it. A few miles further the Balkan 
mountains rise and shut in the landscape. Looking towards 
them from within the garden, the side of the house is seen 
on the left, with a garden door reached by a little flight oj 
steps. On the right the stable yard, witli its gateway, encroa¬ 
ches on the garden. There; are fruit bushes along the paling .. A 
and house, covered with washing spread out to dry. A path 
runs by the house, and rises by two steps at the corner, 
where it turns out of sight. In the middle, a small table, 
with two bent wood chairs at it, is laid for breakfast with 
Turkish coffee pot, cups, rolls, etc; but the cups have been 
used and the bread broken. There is a wooden garden seal 
against the wall on the right. 

Louka, smoking a cigar et, is standing between the table 
and the house, turning her back with angry disdain on a 
man servant who is lecturing her. He is a middle-aged man 
of cool temperament and low .but clear and keen intelligence 
with the complacency of the servant who values himself on 
his rank in servitude, and the imperturbability of the. accurate 
calculator who hap no illusions. He wears a white Bulgarian 
costume: jacket with embroidered border, sash, wide knicker- , ' 
bockers , and decorated gaiters. His head is shaved up to the -f 
crown, giving him a high Japanese forehead. His name is 
Nicola. 

nicola. Bp warned in time, Louka: mend your manners. 

I know the mistress. She is so grand that she never dreams 
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tthat any servant could dare be disrespectful to her: but if 
•she once suspects that you are defying her, out you go. 

louka. I do defy her. I will defy her. What do I care for 


her ? 

nicola. If you quarrel with the family, I never can marry 
you. It’s the same as if you quarrelled with me! 

, louka. You take her part against me, do you? 
v -' ■tfjcOLA [sedately] I shall always be dependent on the good 
will of the family. When I leave their service and start a 
shop in Sofia, their custom will be half my capital: their 
bad word would ruin me. 

louka. You have no spirit, I should like to catch them 


■saying a word against me! 

nicola [pityingly] I should have expected more sense from 

you, Louka. But youre young: youre young! 

louka. Yes; and you like me the better for it, dont you . 
But I know some family secrets they wouldnt care to have 
•told, young as I am. Let them quarrel with me if they dare. 

nicola [with compassionate superiority] Do you know 
■what they would do if they heard you talk like that? 
louka. What could they do? 

nicola. Discharge you for untruthfulness. Who would 
Relieve any stories you told after that? Who would give you 
another situation? Who in this house would dare be seen 
■speaking to you ever again? How long would your father be 
left on his little far/p.? [She impatiently throws away the end 
of her cigaret, an/slampsjftt]. Child: you dont know the 
■power such high people have over the like of you and me 
when we try to rise out of our poverty against them. [He 
?oes close to her and lowers his voice]. Look at me, ten 
years in their service. Do you think I know no secrets. I 
know things about the mistress that she wouldnt have the 
imaster know for a theusand jevas. I know things about him 
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that she wouldnt 


/ 


t let him hear the last of for six mo 


months 


if l. blab bed .them to her. I know things about Raina that 
would break off her match with Sergius if— 
louka [turning on him quickly] How do you know? I 


never told you! 

nicola [< opening his eyes cunningly ] So thats your little 
secret, is it? 1 thought it might be something like that. Well,, 
you take my advice and be respectful; and make the mistress 
feel that no matter what you know or dont know, she can 
depend on you to hold your tongue and serve the family 
faithfully. Thats what they like; and thats how youll make 
most out of them. 

louka [with searching scorn] You have the soul of a 
servant, Nicola. 

nicola [complacently] Yes: thats the secret of success in 


service. 

A loud knocking with a whip handle on a wooden door is 
heard from the stable yard. 

male voice outside. Hollo! Hollo there! Nicola! 
louka. Master! back from the war! 
nicola [quickly] My word for it, Louka, the war's over. 
Off with you and get some fresh coffee. [He runs out into the 
stable yard]. 

louka [as she collects the coffee pot and cups on the 
tray, and carries it into the house] Youll never put the soul 
of a servant into me. 

Major Pctkoff comes from the stable yard, followed by 
Nicola. He is a cheerful, excitable, insignificant, unpolished 
man of about 50, naturally unambitious except as to his 
income and his importance in local society, but just now 
greatly pleased with the military rank which the war has 
thrust on him as a man of consequence ip his town. The 
fever of plucky patriotism which the Serbian attack roused 
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in all the Bulgarians has pulkdhim ''though the war; but 
he is obviously glad to be home again. 

petkoff [pointing to the table with his whip ] Breakfast 
•out here, eh? 


nicola. Yes, sir. The mistress and Miss Raina have just 
gone in. 

petkoff [sitting down and taking jt rol l] Go in and say 
Ive come; and get me some fresh coflSe^ 
nicola. It’s coming, sir. [He goes to the house door. 
Louka , with fresh coffee, a clean cup , and a brandy bottle 
an her tray , meets him J. Have you told the mistress ? 
louka. Yes: she’s coming. 

Nicola goes into the house. Louka brings the coffee to 
the table. 


petkoff. Well: the Serbs havnt runaway with you, have 

the y ? a .> 

louka. No, sir. 

PETKOFF. Thats right. Have you brought me some cognac? ^ 
''J-OUKA [putting the bottle on the table] Here, sir. 

^PETKOFF. Thats right. [He pours some into his coffee J. 
f.fCatherine, who, having at this early hour made only a 
r verjt < petjunctory_joilet, wears a Bulgarian apron over a 
once brilliant but now half worn-out dressing gown, and a 
colored handkerchief tied over her thick black, hair, comes 
from the house with Turkish slippers on her bare feet, look¬ 
ing astonishingly handsome am! stately under all the circum¬ 
stances. Louka goes into the house. 

CATHERINE. My dear Paul: what a surprise for us! [She 
stoops over the back of his chair to kiss him]. Have they brought 
you fresh coffee? 

petkoff. Yes: Louka’s been looking after me. The war’s 
over. The treaty wa s signed three days ago at Bucharest; and 
the decree for <^ur army to de mobi lize was issued yesterday. 
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Catherine [,springing erect , with flashing eyes ] Paul: 
have you let the Austrians force you to make peace? 

petkoff [submissively] My dear: they didnt consult me. 
What could / do? [S/?e sits down and turns away from him J. 

But of course we saw to it that the treaty was an honorable 
one. It declares peace— 

Catherine tyutraged] Peace! 

petkoff ‘ (appeasingl iter ]—but not friendly relations: re¬ 
member that. They wanted to put that in; but 1 insisted on 
its being struck out. What more could I do? 

CATHERINE. You could have annexed Serbia and made 
Prince Alexander Emperor of the Balkans. ^Thats what I 
would have done. v * 3 ' / r-Zic,^ H 

petkoff. I dont^tJoubUt in the least/my dear But t 

should have had to sfflxlub the whole Austrian Empire first- 

and that would have kept me too long away from you I 
missed you greatly. 

CATHERINE (i relenting ] Ah! [S7ie stretches her hand affec - 
tionately across the table to squeeze his]. 

petkoff. And how have you been, my dear? 

CATHERINE. Oh, my usual sore throats: thats all. 
petkoff [with conviction] That comes from washing 
your neck every day. Ive often told you so. 

Catherine. Nonsense, Paul! 


PETKOFF [over his coffee and cigaret] I dont believe in 
going too far with these modern customs. All this washing 
cant be good for the health: it's not natural. There was an 
Englishman at Philippopolis who used to wet himself all 
over with cold water every morning when he got up Dis¬ 
gusting! It all c„ ra es from the English: their climate makes 

themJ 0 T r' hal ‘ hey haVe '° bC Penally washing 

|if ”, L . 0ok , at m >' falher! hc "ever had a bath in his 
’ d he llvcd ,0 bc ninety-eight, the healthiest man in 
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Bulgaria. I dont mind a good wash once a week to keep 
up my position; but once a day is carrying the thing to a 
ridiculous extreme. -Ly^-) 

Catherine. You are a barbarian at heart still, Paul. I 
hope you behaved yoursell betore all those Russian officers. 

petkoff. I did my best. I took care to let them know 
that we have a library. 

Catherine. Ah; but you didnt tell them that we have an 
electric bell in it? 1 have had one put up. 
petkoff. Whats an electric bell? 

Catherine. You touch a button; something tinkles in the 
kitchen; and then Nicola comes up. 1 

petkoff. Why not shout for him? 

Catherine. Civilized people never shout for their servants. 
Ive learnt that while you were away. 

petkoff. Well, I’ll tell you something Ive learnt too. 
Civilized people dont hang out their washing to dry where 
visitors can see it; so youd better have all that [indicating 
the clothes on the bushes ] put somewhere else. 

CATHERINE. Oh, thats absurd, Paul; I dont believe really 
refined people notice such things. 

SERGIUS [knocking at the stable gates] Gate, Nicola! 
petkoff. Theres Sergius. [Shouting] Hollo, Nicola! 
CATHERINE. Oh, dont shout, Paul: it really isnt nice. 

PETKOFF. Bosh! [He shouts louder than before ] Nicola! 
NICOLA [appearing at the house door] Yes, sir. 
petkoff. Are you deaf? Dont you hear Major Saranoff 
knocking? Bring him round this way. [He pronounces the 
name with the stress on the second syllable: Sarahnoff]. 
nicola. Yes, major. [He goes into the stable yard]. 

PETKOFF. .You must talk to him, my dear, until Raina 
takes him off our hands. He bores my life out about our not 
promoting him. Over my head, if you please. 
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> Catherine. He certainly ought to be promoted when he 
/ marries Raina. Besides, the country should insist on having 
at least one native general. 

petkoff. Yes; so that he could throw away whole bri¬ 
gades instead of regiments. It’s no use, my dear: he hasnt 
the slightest chance of promotion until we’re quite sure that 
the peace will be a lasting one.) 

nicola [at the gate , announcing ] Major Sergius Saranoff! 
[He goes into the house and returns presently with a third 
chair, which he places at the table. He then withdraws ]. 


Major Sergius Saranoff, the original of the portrait in 
Raina’s room, ^ja Jqll romantically handsome j%an, jvith^ 
the physical hardihood, the high spirit,' and the susceptible J 
imagination of an untamed mountaineer chieftain ~ But his 
remarkable personal dijtincjion is of a characteristically ~civi- 
lized type. The ridges of his eyebrows, cuAing \vitli an inter - 
rogatlve twist round the projections at the outer corners; his 
£Jealously observant ey$; hip nose, thin, fceeyj, and apprehenr 
^stve tn spite of the [pugnacious high bridge'find lar^e nostril; 
his assertive chin, would not be out of place in a Parisian 
salon,, shewing that the clever imaginative bar&arianhas an 
acute critical faculty which has been~thrown into intense 


activity by the arrival of western civilization in the Balkans. 
The result is precisely what the advent of nineteenth t century 
thought first produced in England: to mt,1Byronism.By his 
brooding on the perpetual failure, not only~of others, but 
of himsef, to live up to his ideals; by his consequent cyni¬ 
cal scorn fir ,, humanity; by his jejune credulity as to the 
absolute validity of his concepts and the mworthiness of 
the world in disregarding them^ by^[iis Sylneingjf arfd ^nock- f 
eries under the sting of the petty disillusions which every hour 
l Spent among men brings to his sensitive observation, he has 
acquired the half tragic, half ironic air, the mysterious 
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moodiness , the suggestion of a strange and terrible history 'l 
that has left nothing but undying Yehtofsf'by ^vhich Childe 
Harold fascinated the grandmothers of his English con tern- ' 
poraries. It is clear that here or nowhere is Raina's ideal 
hero. Catherine is hardly less enthusiastic about him than 
her daughter, and much less reserved in shewing her enthu¬ 
siasm. As he enters from the stable gate, she rises effusively I \ 
to greet him. Petkoff is distinctly less disposed to make a 
fussjabout him. ff & JC — fci . . 

petkoff. Here already, Sergius! Glad to see you. 

Catherine. My dear Sergius! [S/ie holds out both her 


hands]. 




,h 


Sergius [kissing them with scrupulous gallantry] My dear 
mother, if I may call you so. 

petkoff [drily] Mother-in-law, Sergius: mother-in-law! 
Sit down; and have some coffee. 

SERGIUS. Thank you: none for me. [He gets away from the 
table with a certain distaste for Petkoff's enjoyment of it, 
and posts, himself with conscious dignity against the rail of 
the steps leading to the house]. -> ° 1 v ^ ,, ■< -c.- 

Catherine. You look superb. The campaign has improved 
you, Sergius. Everybody here is mad about you. We were all 
wild with enthusiasm about that magnificent cavalry charge. 

. sergius [witffgrave irony] Madam: it was the cradle and 
the grave of my military reputation. » 

•CATHERINE. HOW SO? 

SERGIUS. I won the battle the wrong way when our worthy 
Russian generals were losing it the right^way^ In short, I 
upset their plans, and wounded their self-esteem/ Two Cos¬ 
sack colonels had their regimentVroutcd on the most correct 
principles of scientific warfare. Two major-generals got killed 
strictly according to military etiquette. The two colonels arc 
now major : generals; and I am still a simple major. 


t 
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Catherine. You shall not remain so, Sergius. The women 
are on your side; and they will see that justice is done you. 

sergius. It is too late. I have only waited for the peace to 
send in my resignation. 

petkoff [dropping his cup in his amazement ] Your resig¬ 
nation. 

Catherine. Oh, you must withdraw it! 

sergius [with resolute measured emphasis, folding his 
arms] I never withdraw. 

petkoff [vexed] Now who could have supposed you were 
going to do such a thing? 

sergius [with fire] Everyone that knew me. But'enough 
of myself and my affairs. How is Raina; and where is Raina? 

rain a [suddenly coming round the comer of the house and 
standing at the top of the steps in the path ] Raina is here. 

She makes a charming picture as they turn to look at her. 
She wears an underdress cf pale green silk, draped with an 
overdress of thin ecru canvas embroidered with gold. She is 
crowned with a dainty eastern pap of gold iinscjdSergnis goes ' 
impulsively to meet Iter. Posing regally, she presents her hand: 
he drops chivalrously on one knee.and kisses it. 

petkoff [aside to Catherine, beaming with parental pride ] 
Pretty, isnt it? She always appears at the right moment. 

CATHERINE [impatiently] Yes: she listens for it. It is an 
abominable habit. J f ■- 

Sergius leads Raina forward with splendid gallantry. When 
they arrive at the table, she turns to him with a bend of the 
head: he bows; and thus they separate, he coming to ids place, 
and she going behind her father's chair. 

raina [stooping and kissing her father] Dear father! Wel¬ 
come home! 

petkoff [patting her cheek] My little pet girl. [lie kisses 
her. She goes to the chair left by Nicola for Sergius, and sits 
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down]. 

Catherine. And so youre no longer a soldier, Sergius. 
sergius. 1 am no longer a soldier. Soldiering, my dear 
madam, is the coward’s art of attacking mercilessly when you 
are strong, and keeping out or harm’s way when you are 
weak. That is the whole secret of successful fighting. Get your 
enemy at a disadvantage; and never, on any account, fight 

him on equal terms. -pucV -<• ' f - 

petkoff. They wouldnt let us make a fair stand-up fight 
of it. However. 1 suppose soldiering has to be a trade like 


any other trade. 

sergius. Precisely. But I have no ambition to shine as a 
tradesman; so I have taken the advice of that bagman of a 
captain that settled the exchange of prisoners with us at 

Pirot, and given it up. 

"petkoff. What! that Swiss fellow? Sergius: Ive often 
thought of that exchange since. He over-reached ; us about 

th ose horses" l ' v "‘ vVN 

» - —' • l _ . _ tl.« frttUAr* O 


SERGIUS. Of course he over-reached us. His father was a 


^fiotel and liveryjjtable keeper; and he owed his first step to 
{.Mas knowledge of horse-dealing. [With mock enthusiasm] Ah, 
^^ pvp rv inch a soldier! If only I had bought 


\y.f4VXUd MIUWIUU5V --W , 

VVhe was a jold[er: every inch a soldier! If only I had bough 
> the horses for my regiment instead of .foolishly leading i , 
into danger, I should have been a field-marshal now. 

CATHERINE. A Swiss? What was he doing in the Serbian 

army? "'y. 

petkoff A volunteer, of course: keen on picking up his 

profession. [Chuckling] We shouldnt have been able to begin 

fighting if these fore.gners handnt shewn us how to do it: we 

knew nothing about it; and neither did the Serbs. Egad, . 

there’d have been no war without them! , 0 

raina. Are there many Swiss officers in the Serbian Army? 
petkoff. No. All Austrians, just as our officers were all 
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Russians. This was the only Swiss I came across. I’ll never 
trust a Swiss again. He humbugged us into giving him fifty 
ablebodied men for two hundred worn out chargers. They 
werent even eatable! 

sergius. We were two children in the hands of that con- 
summate soldier. Major: simply two innocent little children. 
rain a. What was he like? 

Catherine. Oh, Raina, what a silly question! 
sergius. He was like a commercial traveller in uniform. 
Bourgeois to his boots! ^ "f * X^**)**-** c*+**f* 

petkoff [grinning] Sergius: tell Catherine that .queer story 
his friend told us about how he escaped after Slivnitza. You 
remember. About his being hid by two womep. j ' 
sergius [with bitter irony) Qh yes: quite a romance! He 
is serving in the very battery 1 so unprofessipnally charged. 
Being a thorough soldier, he ran away like the rest, of^them, 
with our cavalry at his heels. To escape their J sa6res' he 
climbed a waterpipe and made his way into the bedroom of a 
young Bulgarian lady. The young lady was enchanted by his 
persuasive commercial traveller’s manners. She very modestly 
entertained him for an hour or so, and then called in her 
mother lest her conduct should appear unmaidenly. The old 
lady was equally fascinated; and the fugitive was sent on his 
way in the morning, disguised in an old coat belonging to 
the master of the house, who was away at the war. 


was 


Raina [rising witji narked stateliness] Your life in the 
camp has made you coarse, Sergius. I did not think you would 
have repeated such a story before me. [Me turns away coldly J. 

CATHERINE [also rising ] She is right, Sergius. If such women 
exist, we should be spared the knowledge of them. 
petkoff. Pooh! nonsense! what does it matter? 
sergius [ashamed] No, Petkoff: I was wrong. [To Raina. 
with earnest humility] I beg your pardon. 1 have behaved 
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abominably. Forgive me, Raina. [She bows reservedly]. And 
you too, madam. [Catherine bows graciously and sits down. 

He proceeds solemnly, again addressing Raina]. The glimpses 
l have had of theVeaniy side of lifp during the last few months 
4 have made me cynical j%u't f should not have brought my 
cynicism here: least of all into your presence, Raina. I— 
[Here, turning to the others , he is evidently going to begin a 
long speech when the Major interrupts him]. 

I petkoff. Stuff and nonsense, Sergius! Thats quite enough 
fuss about nothing^ a^soldier’s daughter should be able to 
stand up witRouvflmchi2g to a little strong conversation. [He 
rises]. Come: it’s time for us to get to business. We have to 
make up our minds how those th_re£ regiment^ are to get 
back to Philippopolis; theres no forage fc>r themjbn the Sofia ^ 
route. [He goes towards the house]. Come along. [Sergius is 
about to follow him when Catherine rises and intervenes]. 

CATHERINE. Oh, Paul, cant you spare Sergius for a few 
moments? Raina has hardly seen him yet. Perhaps I can help 

you to settle about the regiments. 
sergius [protesting] My dear madam, impossible, you 
Catherine [stopping him playfully] You stay here, my 
dear Sergius: theres no hurry. I have a word or two to say 
to Paul. [Sergius instantly bows and steps back]. Now, dear 
[taking Petkoff’s arm] : come and see the electric bell. 

PETKOFF. Oh, very well, very well. 

They go into the house together affectionately. Sergius , left 
alone with Raina , looks anxiously at her, fearing that she is 
still offended. She smiles, and stretches out her arms to him. 

sergius [hastening to her] Am I forgiven? 
raina [placing her hands on his shoulders as she looks up 
at him with admiration and worship] My hero! My king! 
sergius. My queen! [He kisses her on the forehead]. 
raina. How I have envied you, Sergius! You have been 
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out in the world, on the field of battle, able to prove yourself 
there worthy of any woman in the world; whilst I have had 
to sit at home -inactive—dreaming—useless—doing nothing 
that could give me the right to call myself worthy of any man. 

Sergius. Dearest; all my deeds have been yours. You 
in spired me. I have gone through the war like a knight in 
a tournament with his lady looking down at him! 

raina. And you have never been absent from my thoughts 
for a moment. [Very solemnly] Sergius: I think we two have 
found the higher love. When I^hink of you, I feel that I 
could never do a base deed, or think an ignoble thought. 
sergius. My lady and my saint! [He clasps her reverently ]. 
raina [returning his embrace] My lord and my— 

SERGIUS. Sh—sh! Let me be the worshipper, dear. You 
little know how unworthy even the best man is of a girl’s 
pure passion! 

raina. 1 trust you, I love you. You will never disappoint 
me, Sergius. [Louka is heard singing within the house. They 
quickly release each other]. 1 cant pretend to talk indifferent¬ 
ly before her: my heart is too full. [Louka comes from the 
house with her tray. She goes to the table , and begins to clear 
it, with her back turned to them]. I will get my hat; and then 
we can go out until lunchtime. Wouldnt you like that? 

sergius. Be quick. If you are away five minutes, it will 
seem five hours. [Raina runs to the top of the steps, and turns 
there to exchange looks with him and wave him a kiss with 
both hands. He looks after her with eniQtipn for a moment; 
then turns slowly away, his face radiant with the loftiest „ 
exaltation. The movement shifts his field of vision, into the 
corner of which there now comes the tail of Louk'a's double 
apron. His attention is arrested , a( once. He takes a 
stealthy look at her, and begins to' twirl_ his moustache mis - 
chicvously, with his left hand akimbo on his hip. Finally, 

. — v / --—, '— "** 
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striking the ground with his heels in something of a cavalry 
swagger, he strolls over to the other side of the table, op¬ 
posite her, and says] Louka: do you know what the higher 
love is? 

louka [astonished] No, sir. 

sergius. Very fatiguing thing to keep up for any length of 
time, Louka. One feels the need of some relief after it. 

louka [innocently] Perhaps you would like some coffee, 
sir? [She stretches her hand across the table for the coffee 
pot]. 

sergius [taking her hand] Thank you, Louka. 

louka [pretending to pidl] Oh, sir, you know I didnt mean 

that. I’m surprised at you! J) 

sergius [coming clear^ of the table and drawing her with 
him] I am surprised at myself, Louka., What would Sergius, 
the hero of Slivnitza, say if he saw_mejiow? What would 
Sergius, the apostle of the higher love, say if he saw me now? 
What woulcTthe half dozen Sergiuses wjio. keep .popping in 
and put of this handsome figure of mine say if they caught us 
here? [Letting go her hand and slipping his arm dexterously 
round her waist] Do you consider my figure handsome, 

Louka? • / ; - '■ ; 

louka. Let me go, sir, I shall be disgraced. [She struggles: 

he holds her inexorably]- Oh, will you let go? 

SERGIUS [looking straight into her eyes] No. 

LOUKA. Then stand back where we cant be seen. Have 

you no common sense? - 

sergius. Ah! thats reasonable. [He takes her into the 
stableyard gateway, where they are hidden from the house]. 

louka [pfatitivety] I may have been seen from the win¬ 
dows: Miss Raina is sure to be spying about after you. 

sergius [stung: letting her go] Take care, Louka. I may 
be worthless enough to betray the higher love; but do not 
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you insultj|_ pZ^-S-, 
louka [demurely] Not for the world, sir. I’m sure. May 
I go on with my work, please, now? 

sergius [again putting his arm round her J You are a pro¬ 
voking little witch, Louka. If you were in love with me, 
would you spy out of windows on me? 

louka. Well, you see, sir, since you say you are half a 

t 

dozen different gentlemen all at once, I should have a great 
deal to look after. 

sergius [charmed] Witty as well as pretty. [He tries to 
kiss her].- A ^ 

louka [avoiding him] No: I dont want your kisses. Gentle¬ 
folk are all alike: you making love to me behind Miss Raina’s 
back; and she doing the same behind yours. 
sergius [recoding a step] Louka! 
louka. It shews how little you really care. 
sergius [dropping his familiarity, and speaking with freez¬ 
ing politeness] If our conversation is to continue, Louka, you 
will please remember that a gentleman does not discuss the 
conduct of the lady he is engaged to with her maid. 

louka. It’s so hard to know what a gentleman considers 
right. I thought from your trying to kiss me that you had 
given up being so particular, u—n ' 
sergius [turning from her and striking his forehead as he 
comes back into the garden from the gateway] Devil! devil! 


louka. Ha! ha! I expect one of the six of you is very like 
me, sir; though I am only Miss Raina’s maid. [5/ic goes back 
to her work at the table , taking no further notice of him]. 

sergius [speaking to himself] Which of the six is the real 
man? thats the question that torments me. One of them is a 
hero, another a buffoon, another a humbug, another perhaps 
a bit of a blackguard. [He pauses, and looks furtively at 
Louka as he adds, with deep bitterness] And one, at'least. 
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is a coward: jealous, like all cowards. [He goes to the table]. 
Louka. 
louka. Yes? 

sergius. Who is my rival ? 

louka. You shall never get that out of me, for love or 
money. 

sergius. Why? 

louka. NevCf mind why. Besides, you would tell that I 

told you; and I should lose my place. 

sergius [holding out his right hand in affirmation] Nol 
on the honor of a —[He checks himself; and his hand drops , 
nevertheless, as he concludes sardonically ]—of a man capable 
of behaving as I have been behaving for the last five minutes. 

Who is he? 

louka. I dont know, I never saw him. I only heard his 
voice through the door of her room. 
sergius. Damnation! Hcjw dare you? ' 
louka [retreating] Oh, I mean no harm: youve no right 
to take up ray words like that. The mistress knows all about 
it. And I tell you that if that gentleman ever comes here 
again, Miss Raina will marry him, whether he likes it or not. 

I know the difference between the sort of manner you 
she put on before one another and the real manner. 7' 

Sergius^hivers as if she had stabbed him. Then setting his 
face likejron.ihe strides grimly to her, and grips her above 

the elbows with both hands. ^ ^ W ^ /> 
sergius. Now listen you to me. 

LOUKA [wincing] Not so tight: youre hurting me. 
sergius. That doesnt matter. You have stained my honour 
by making me a party to your eavesdropping. And you have 

betrayed your mistress. -J; 
louka [wrjthingi. Please— 

sergius. That shews that you are an abominable little clod. 
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of common clay, with the soul of a servant. [He lets her go 
as if she were an unclean thing, and turns away, dusting his 
hands of Jier, o the bench by the wall, where he sits down 
wit heaver ted head, meditating gloomily ]. 

louka [whimpering angrily with her hands up her sleeves, 
feeling her bruised arms] You know how to hurt with your 
tongue as well as with your hands. But I dont care, now 
Ive found out that whatever clay I’m made qf„ ^oure made 
of the same. As for her, she’s a liar; and her fine airs are a 
cheat; and I’m worth six of her. [S/ie shakes the pain off 
hardily; tosses her head; and sets to work to put the things 
on the tray]. 

He looks doubtfully at her. She finishes packing the tray, 
and laps the cloth over the edges, so as to carry all out together. 
As she sloops to lift it, he rises. 

sergius. Louka! [S/ze stops and looks defiantly at him]. 
A gentleman has no right to hurt a woman under any cir¬ 
cumstances. [With profound humility, uncovering his head ] 
[ beg your pardon. ^ 

louka. That sort of apology may satisfy a lady;. Of what 
use is it to a servant? 

sergius [rudely crossed in his chivalry, throws it off with 
a bitter laugh, and says slightingly] Oh! you wish to be paid 
for the hurt? [He puts on his shako, and takes some money 
from his pocket]. 'Aw. <t~ vj r V 

louka [her eyes filling with tears in spite of fterself] No: 
I wAnt my hurt made well. 
sergius [sobered by her tone] How? 

She rolls up her left sleeve; clasps her arm with the thumb 
and fingers of her right hand; and looks down at the bruise. 
Then she raises her head and looks straight at him. Finally, 
with a s iperb gesture, she presents her arm to be kissed. 
Amazed, he looks at her; at the arm; at her again; hesitates; 
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and then, with shuddering intensity, exclaims Never! and 
gets away as far as possible from her. 

Her arm drops. Without a word, and with unaffected dig¬ 
nity, she takes her tray, and is approaching the house when 
Raina returns, wearing a hat and jacket in the height of the 
Vienna fashion of the previous year, 1885. Louka makes 
way proudly for her, and then goes into the house. 

raina. I’m ready. Whats the matter? [Gaily] Have you 
been flirting with Louka? 

sergius [hastily] No, no. How can you think such a thing? 
raina [ashamed of herself j Forgive me, dear: it was only 
a jest. I am so happy today. 

He goes quickly to her, and kisses her hand remorsefully. 
Catherine comes out and calls to them from the top of the 
steps. 

Catherine [coming down to them ] I an sorry to disturb 
you, children; but Paul is distracted over those three regi¬ 
ments. He doesnt know how to send them to Phihppopolis, 
and be objects to every suggestion of mine. You must go and 
help him, Sergius. He is in the library. 
raina [disappointed] But we are just going out for a walk. 
sergius. 1 shall not be long. Wait for me just five minutes. 
[He runs up the steps to the door]. 

raina [following him to the foot of the steps and looking 
up at him with timid coquetry] I shall go round and wait in 
full view of the library windows. Be sure you draw father’s 
attention to me. If you are a moment longer than five minutes, 
I shall go in and fetch you, regiments or no regiments. 
sergius [laughing] Very well. [He goes in]. 

Raina watches him until he is out of her sight. Then , with 
a perceptible relaxation of manner, she begins to pace up 
and down the garden in a brown study, jj 

Catherine. Imagine their meeting that Swiss and hearing 
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the whole story! The very first thing your father asked for 
was the old coat we sent him off in. A nice mess you have 
got us into! j 

rain a [gazing thoughtfully at the gravely as she walks] 
The little beast! ? 

Catherine. Little beast! What little beast? 
raina. To go and tell! Oh, if I had him here, Pd cram 
him with chocolate creams till he couldnt ever speak again! 

Catherine. Dont talk such stuff. Tell me the truth, Raina. 
How long was fie in your rooqi before you came to me? 

raina [whisking round and ‘recommencing her march in 
the opposite direction\ Oh, I forget. 

Catherine. You cannot forget! Did he really climb up 
after the soldiers were gone; or was he there when that 
officer searched the room? 
raina. No. Yes: 1 think he must have been there then. 
Catherine. You think ! Oh, Raina! Raina! Will anything 
ever make you straightforward? If Sergius finds out, it will 
be all over between you. 

raina [with cool impertinence] Oh, 1 know Sergius is your 
pet. I sometimes wish you could marry him instead of me. 
You would just suit him. You would pet him, and spoil him, 
and mother him to perfection, rii 

CATHERINE [opening her eyes very widely indeed] Well, 
upon my word! 

raina [capriciously: half to herself] 1 always feel a longing 
to do or say^ something dreadful to hfm4-to shock his pro¬ 
priety—to scandalize the five senses out of him. [To Cathe¬ 
rine. perversely] 1 dont care whether he finds out about the 
chocolate cream soldier or not. I half hope he may. [She 
again turns and strolls flippantly away up the path to the corner 
of the house]. ~«XU 

Catherine. And what should 1 be able to say to your 
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father, pray? X^cK 

^NA [overjier shoulder, from the top of the two steps] 
Oh, poor father! As if he could help himself! [She turns ike 
corner and passes out of sight]. /. f. fen. fU i 

CATHERINE [looking after her, her fingers itching J Oh, if 
you v/ere only ten years younger! [Louies comes from the 
house with a salv er, which she carries hanging down by her 
side]. Well? 

louka. Theres a gentleman just called, madam. A Serbian 
officer. 

Catherine [flaming] A Serb! And how dare he— 
[checking Iter self bitterly] Oh, i forgot. We are at peace now. 

I suppose we shall have them calling every day to pay their 
compliments. Well; if he is an officer why dont you tell your 
master? He is in the library with Major Saranoff. Why do 
you come to me? 

LOUKAv But he asks for you, madam. And I dont think he 
knows who you are: he said the lady of the house. He gave 
me this little ticket for you. [She takes a card out of her bosom; 
puts it on the salver; and offers it to Catherine]. 

Catherine [reading] “Captain Bluntschli”? Thats a Ger¬ 
man name. 

louka. Swiss, madam, I think. 

Catherine [with a bound that makes Louka jump 
Swiss! What is he like? / 

louka [timidly] He has a big carpet bag, madam. 

Catherine. Oh Heavens! he’s come to return the coat. 
Send him away; say we’re not at home: ask him to leave his 
address and I’ll write to him. Oh stop: that will never do. 
Wait [She throws herself into a chair to think it o v~ck Louxq 
Waits], The master and Major Saranoff are busy in T U library, 
arnt they? 

louka. Yes, madam. 

43 

5 



C^ A ' 


MAN 


ARMS AND THE 

u^iU JSk'-k ■ —**—''* '- 

CATHERINE [decisively] Bring the' gentleman out here at 

once. [leremptorM .And be very polite to him. Dont delay. 
Here [impatiently snatching the salver from her]: leave that 
here; and go straight back to him. 
louka. Ye*, madam [going]. 

Catherine. Louka! 
louka [stopping] Yes, madam. 

Catherine. Is the library door shut ? 
louka. I think so, madam. 

CATHERINE. If not, shut it as you pass through. 
louka. Yes, madam [going]. 

Catherine. Stop! [Louka stops]. He will have to go that 
way [indicating the gate of the stable fUrd]. Tell Nicola to 
bring his bag here after him. Dopt forget. 
louka [surprised] His bag? 

Catherine. Yes: here: as soon as possible. [Vehemently] 
Be quick! [Louka runs into the house. Catherine snatches her 
apron off and throws it behind a bush. She then takes up the 
salver and uses it as a mirror, with the result that the hand - 
kerchief tied round her head follows the apron. A touch to 
her hair and a shake to her dressing gown make her present - 
able]. Oh, how? how? how can a man be such a fool! Such 
a moment to select! [Louka appears at the door of the house, 
announcing Captain Bluntschli. She stands aside at the top of 
the steps to let him pass before she goes in again. He is the 
man of the midnight adventure in Raina’s room, clean, well 
brushed, smartly uniformed, and out of trouble, but still un- 
mistakeably th^ same man. The moment Louk^s back U 
ed, Catherine swoops on him with impetuous } urgent, Coaxing 
appeal]. Captain Bluntschli: I am very glad to see you; but 
you must leave this house at once. [He raises his eyebrows]. 
My husband has just returned with my future son-in-law; and 
they know nothing. If they did, the consequences would be 
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terrible. You are a foreigner: you do not feel our national 
^animosities as vye do v We still hate the Serbs: the effect of 
the peace on my husband has been to make him feel like a 
_lion baulked of his prey. If he d ; $covers our secret, he will 
never forgive me; and my daughter’s life will hardly be safe. 
Will you, like the chivalrous gentleman and soldier you are, 
leave at once before he finds you here ? 

bluntschli [disappointed, but philosophical] At once, 
gracious lady. I only came to thank you and return the coat 
you lent me. If you will allow me to take it out of my bag 
and leave it with your servant as I pass out, I need detain 
you no further. [He turns to go into the house]. 

Catherine [catching him by the sleeve] Oh, you must not 
think of going back that way. [Coaxing him dicross to the 
stable gates] This is the shortest way out. Many thanks. So 
glad to have been of service to you. Goodbye. 

bluntschli. But my bag? 

Catherine. It shall be sent on. You will leave me your 
address. 

bluntschli. True. Allow me. [He takes out his card-case, 
and stops to write his address, keeping Catherine in an agony 
of impatience. As he hands her the card, Petkoff, hatless, 
rushes from the house in a fluster of hospitality, follovjed by 
Sergius]. ?. .. 

petkoff [as he hurries down the steps] My dear Captain 
Bluntschli— 

Catherine. Oh Heavens! [She sinks on the seat against 
the wall]. 

petkoff [too preoccupied to notice her as he shakes 
Bluntschli's hand heartily] Those stupid people of mine 
thought I was out here, instead of in the—haw!—library [he 
cannot mention the library without betraying hoyv proud he 
is of it]. I saw you through the windowTVwas wondering why 
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you didnt come in. Saranoff is with me: you remember him, 
dont you? ) ! 

sergius [saluting humorously, and then offering his hand 
with great charm of manner] Welcome, our friend the enemy! 

petkoff. No longer the enemy, happily. [Rather anxious¬ 
ly] I hope youve called as a friend, and not about horses or 
prisoners. J 

Catherine. Oh, quite as a friend, Paul. I was just asking 
Captain Bluntschli to stay to lunch; but he declares he must 
go at once. \'h 

SERGIUS [sardonically] Impossible, Bluntschli. We want 
you here badly. We have to send on three cavalry regiments 
to Philippopolis; and we dont in the least know how to do it. 

BLUNTSCHLI [suddenly attentive and businesslike] Philip¬ 
popolis? The forage is the trouble, I suppose. 

PETKOFF [eagerly] Yes: lhats it. [To Sergius] He sees the 
whole thing at once. 

bluntschli. I think I can shew you how to manage that. 

sergius. Invaluable man! Come along! [Towering over 
Bluntschli, he puts his hand on his shoulder and takes him 
to the steps, Petkofffollowing]. 

Raina comes from the house as Blwitschli puts his foot 
on the first step. 

raina. Oh! The chocolate cream soldier! 

Bluntschli stands rigid. Sergius, amazed, looks at Raina r 
then at Petkoff, who looks back at him and then at his wife. 

Catherine [with commanding presence of mind] My dear 
Raina, dont you see that we have a guest here? Captain Bluut- 
schli; one of our new Serbian friends. 

Raina bows: Bluntschli bows. 

RAINA. How silly of me! [She comes down into the centre 
of the group, between Bluntschli and Petkoff]. I made a 
beautiful orr. ment this morning for the ice pudding; and 
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that stupid Nicola has just put down a pile of plates on it 
and spoilt it. [To Bluntschli, winningly] I hope you didnt 
think that you were the chocolate cream soldier, Captain 
Bluntschli. 

bluntschli [laughing] I assure you I did. [Stealing a 
whimsical glance at her] Your explanation was a relief. 

petkoff [suspiciously, to Rain a] And since when, pray, 
have you taken to cooking? 

Catherine. Oh, whilst you were away. It is her latest 
fancy. 

petkoff [testily] And has Nicola taken to drinking? He 
used to be careful enough. First he shews Captain Bluntschli 
out here when he knows quite well I was in the library; and 
then he goes downstairs and breaks Raina’s chocolate soldier. 
He must— [Nicola Gppears at the top of the steps with the 
bag. He descends; places it respectfully before Bluntschli} 
end waits for further orders. General amazement. Nicola, 
unconscious of the effect he is producing, looks perfectly satis¬ 
fied with himself. When Petkoff recovers his power of speech, 
he breaks out at him with] Are you mad, Nicola? 
nioola [taken aback ] Sir? 
petkoff. What have you brought that for? 
nicola. My lady’s orders, major. Louka told me that— 
CATHERINE [interrupting him] My orders! Why should l 
order you to bring Captain Bluntschli’s luggage out here? 
What are you thinking of, Nicola? 

nicola [after a moment's bewilderment, ■ picking up the 
bag as he addresses Bluntschli with the very perfection of 
servile discretion] I beg your pardon, captain, I am sure. 
[To Catherine ] My fault, madam: I hope youll overlook it. 
[He bo ws, and is going to the steps with the bag, when Petkoff 
addresses him angrily ]. 

petkoff. Youd better go and slam that bag, too, down on 
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Miss Raina’s ice pudding [This is too much for Nicola. The 
bag drops from his hand almost on his master’s toes, eliciting 
a roar of] Begone; you butter-fingered donkey. r 

nicola [snatching up the bag and escaping into the house ] 


Yes, major. 

Catherine. Oh, never mind, Paul: dont be angry, 
petkoff [blustering] Scoundrel! He’s got out of hand 
while I was away. I’ll teach him. Infernal blackguard! The 
sack next Saturday! I’ll clear out the whole establishment— 
[He is stifled by the caresses of his wife and daughter, who 


hang round his neck, petting him]. 

Catherine 1. , , Now, now, now, it mustnt be angry. 

raina j Wow, wow, wow: not on your first 


He fiieant no harm. Be good to please me, dear, 
day at home. I’ll make another ice pudding. 
Sh-sh-sh-sh! 

Tch-ch-ch! 


petkoff [yielding ] Oh well, never mind. Come, Bluntschli: 
lets have no more nonsense about going away. You know very 
well youre not going back to Switzerland yet. Until you do go 
back youll stay with us. 
raina. Oh, do, Captain Bluntschli. 

petkoff [to Catherine] Now, Catherine: it’s of you he’s 
afraid. Press him; and he’ll stay. 

Catherine. Of course I shall be only too delighted if 
[appealingly] Captain Bluntschli really wishes to stay. He 
knows my v/ishes. 

bluntschli [in his driest military manner] I am at 
madam’s orders. 

sergius [cordially] That settles it! 
petkoff [ r ''Ttiily] Of course! 
raina. j see you must stay. 
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bluntschli [smiling] Well, if I must, I must 
Gesture of despair from Catherine. 


\ 


49 





c. In the library after lunch. It is not much of a library. Its 
literary equipment consists of a single fixed shelf stocked 
with old paper covered novels, broken backed, .coffee stained, 
■ - torn and thu mbed, and a couple of little hanging shelves with 
a few gift Hocks or. them: the rest of fhe^yvqlfspace being 
occupied by trophies of war and the chase > ButiV is a most 
comfortable sitting room. A row of three large windows shews 
a mountain panorama, just nowjjseen in one of its friendliest 
aspects in the mel(ofdm afternoon light. Jn-the cornepnext 
the right Jum&jvindow a square earthenware stive, a perfect 



'^rtc/wef^o f glistlning po ttery, rises nearly to the ceiling and 
guarantees plenty cf warmth. The ottoman is like that in 
Raina's room, and similarly placed / and the window seats 
are luxurious with decorated cushions. There is one object, 
however, hopelessly out of keeping with its surroundings. 
This is a small kitchen table, ttgieh the worse for wear, fitted 
as a writing tabic with an old canister full of pens, an eggeup 
filled with ink, end a deplorable scrap of heavily used pink 
blotting paper. co r-e fan & 

At the side of this table, which stands to the left of anyone 
facing the window, Dlvntschli is hard at work with a couple 
of maps before bun, writing orders. At the head of it sits 
a Sergius, who is supposed to be also at work, but is : actually 
J (1 gnawing the feather cf a pen, end contemplating Bkmtschli’s 
quick, sure, businesslike progress with a mixture of envious 
irritation at his own incapacity and awestruck wonder at an 
acidly which seems to him almost miraculous, though its 
^prosa[cjharactc rforbids him to est eem $ ZThe Major is com - 
fonaoiy established on the .otlcmaHf~wtih a newspaper in his 
hand and the lube of his hookah within easy reach. Catherine, 
sits at the stoye, with her back to them, embroidering. Rcina, 
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reclining on the diva n-is gazing in a daydream out at the Bal¬ 
kan landscape, vsith a neglected novel in her lap. 

The door is on the same side as the stove, farther from the 
window . The button of the electric bell is at the opposite side, 
behind Bltmtschli. 

PETKOr? [looking up from his paver to walcn how they 
are getting on at the table ] Are you sure I cant uelp you in 

any way, Bluntschli? . ,. 

BLUNTSCHLI [without interrupting his writing cr looiang 

ttu\ Quite sure, thank you. Saranoff and I will manage it. 

* sergius [grimly] Yes: we’ll manage it. He tmds out what 
to do; draws up the orders; and I sign cm. Division cf labor! 
[Bltmtschli passes him a paper). Another one? Thank you. 
[He vlants the paper squarely before him ; sets his chair care- 
\fLilly parallel to it; and signs with his cheek on his elbow 
“ and his p rotruded tongue following the movements of his 
Tjffiirthis hand is more accustomed to the sword than to the 


pen 


PErrtOFF. It’s very good of you, Bluntschli: it is indeed, to 
let yourself be put upon in this way. Now are you quite sure 

l can da nothing? 

CATHERINE [in a low warning tone) You can step mter- 

rETKOFF [.starting and locking round at her 1 Eu? On! Quite 
right, my love: quite light. [He takes his newspaper up again, ^ 
but presently lets it drop]. Ah, you havnt been campaigning, f, 
Catherine: you dont know how pleasant it is for us to sit 
here, after a good lunch, with nothing to do but enjoy our¬ 
selves. Theres only one thing I want to make me thoroughly 

comfortable. 

Catherine. What is that? 

PETKOFF. My old coat. I’m not at home w this one • 1 leel 
as if I were on parade. 
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CATHERINE. My dear Paul, how absurd you are about that 
old coat! It must be hanging in the blue closet where you 

left it. t , , 

petkoff. My dear Catherine, I tell you Ive looked there. 

Am I to believe my own eyes or not? [Catherine rises and 
crosses the room to press the button of the electric bell]. What 
are you shewing off that bell for? [She looks at him majesti¬ 
cally and silently resumes her chair and her needlework j. 

My dear: if you think the obstinacy of ypur sex can make 
a coat out of .two old dressing gowns of Raina’s, your water¬ 
proof, andHmv ^ mackintosh, youre mistaken. Thats exactly 
what the blue closet contains at present. 

Nicola presents himself 

v CATHERINE. Nicola: go to the blue closet and bring your 
master’s old coat here: the braided one he wears in the 

house. 

nicola. Yes, madame. [He goes out]. 
petkoff. Catherine. 

Catherine. Yes, Paul. 

petkoff. I bet you any piece of jewellery you like to order 
from Sofia against a week’s ^housek eeping money Jhat the j 
coat isnt there. 'frr 

Catherine. Done, Paul! 

petkoff [excited by the prospect of a gamble] Come: 
heres an opportunity for some sport. Wholl bet on it? Blunt- 
schli; I’ll give you six to one. 

bluntschli [imperturbably] It would be robbing you, 
major. Madame is sure to be right. [Without looking up, he 
passes another batch of papers to Sergius]. 

sergius [also excited] Bravo, Switzerland! Major: I bet 
^.-s/'foy best charger against an Arab mare for Raina that Nicola 
finds the coat in the blue closet. 
pet coff [eagerly] Your best char— 
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CATHERINE [hastily interrupting him ] Dont be foolish, 

Paul. An Arabian mare will cost you 50,000 levas. 

RAINA [suddenly coming out of her picturesque r ^ ry ] 
Really, mother, if you are going to take the jewellery, I on 

see why you should grudge me my Arab. p , ~ 

Nicola comes back with the coat, and brings it to Petkoff, 

who can hardly believe his eyes. 

Catherine. Where was it, Nicola? 
nicola. Hanging in the blue closet, madame. 

petkoff. Well, amd— 

Catherine [stopping him\ Paul. . . • 

petkqfp. I could have sworn it wasp* there. Age is be^ * 
tell on me I’m getting hallucinations, [i o h icola) 

SS“>=« !*» 

changing coats, Nicola acting as valet]. Rdmember. I-did 
teke lb“ bet -of yours, Sergius. Youd better g.ve Rama that 
Arab steed yourself, since youve roused her expectabons. 
Rainad [!Ie looks round at her; but she is again rapt in 
ni With a little gush of parental affection and 

.. "■£ Urn* s-='. 

aS SERGIUS Assuredly she shall not be the loser. 

pftkoff So much the better for her. I shant come off so 
cheaply i’expect. [The change is now complete Nicola goes 

ttwilii the discarded coat ]. Ah, now I feelathome at 1^. 
tjt- sits down and takes his newspaper with a grunt of relic) ]. 

1 bl^cI [to Sergius, handing a paper] Thats the last 

PETKOFF [jumping up] What! Finished ? 

P^G ^[wit^tdlike envy] Havnt you anything for me 

^blwtschli. Not necessary. His signature will do. 
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petkoff [inflating his chest and thumping it] Ah well, I 
think weve. done a th underi ng good day’s work. Can I do 
anything more? w 

BLUNTSCHLi. You had better both see the fellows that are 
lo take these. [Sergius rises] Pack them off at once; and shew 
them that Ive marked on the orders the time they should hand 
them in by. Tell them that if they stop to drink or tell stories 
—if theyre five minutes late, theyll have the skin taken off 
their backs. 

sergius [ stiffeni ng indignantly] I’ll say so. [He strides to 
the door]. And if one of them is man enough to spit in my 
face for insulting him. Til buy his discharge and give him 
a pension. [He goes out]. f^~] ^ •“ 

bluntschli [confidentially] Just see that ne talks to them' C 
properly, major, will you? 

petkoff [officiously] Quite right, Bluntschli, quite right. 

•. I’ll see to it. [He goes to the door importantly, hut hesitates on 
the threshold]. By the bye, Catherine, you may as well come 
^oo. TheyH be far more frightened of you than of me. 

Catherine [putting down her embroidery] I daresay I had 
better. You would only splutter at them. [She goes out, Pet - 
koff holding the door for her andJWowmg-her]^_\tj? 

bluntschli. What an army! They make cannons out of < 
cherry trees; and the officers send for their wives to keep 
discipline! [He begins to fold and docket the papers]. CMu: r 

Raina, who lias risen from the divan, marches slowly down 
the room with her hands clasped behind her, and looks mis¬ 
chievously at him. 

raina. h ou look ever so much nicer than when we last 

net. [He looks up, surprised]. What have you done to your¬ 
self? J 

bluntschli. Washed; brushed; good night’s sleep and 
breakfast. Thats all. 


ARMS AND THE MAN 
RAIMA. Did you get back safely that morning? 

<* —,...» 

£»l No: « ™ *-» “““ ttod 

aU just run away mMe and leaning over it towards 

raina [going to the tab J e - for th em: all that 

him] It must have made a loveiy siu y 

about me and my room onW told it to one of 

bluntschu. Capital story. Bu 

them: a particular friend. absolutely rely? 

raima. On whose discretion yo 

BLUNTSCHLI. Absolutely. and Sergius the 

raima. Hm! He told it all to my father an J 

day you exchanged the pnsoners^[S/^^ 

strolls carelessly across to the incredulous) 

bluntschu [deeply concerned and naj 

No! you dont mean'll®, do you i.indeed. Cut 

they dont know that rt/ nd hill you in a 
If Sergius knew, he would chaueng y 

bluntschu. Bless me fflu^chli. Can you not 

yv Please be Sen , ’ Scve him? I want to be quite 

realize what it is to me *° n0 sma llne3S, no deceit. 

perfect with Sergms: no ^ beautiful and noble 

My relation to mm is m that. 

part of my life. I ho ^y|You'mean that you wouldnt like 
BLUNTSCHLI [sceptically] YOU the ice puddi ng was 

him to find out that the ry ^ 

a a a You k °° A w / , n , talk 0 f it in that flippy* way. 

, 2T, gaits *»- >“ « ~ ia 
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have killed you. That was the second time I ever uttered a 
falsehood. [Bluntschli rises quickly and looks doubtfully and 
somewhat severely at her]. Do you remember the first time ? 
bluntschli. I! No. Was I present? 
raina. Yes; and I told the officer who was searching for 
you that you were not present. 
bluntschli. True, I should have remembered it. 
raina [greatly encouraged] Ah, it is natural that you should 
forget it first. It cost you nothing: it cost me a lie! A lie! 

She sits down on the ottoman, looking straight before her 
with her hands clasped round her knee. Bluntschli, quite 
touched, goes to .the ottoman with a particularly reassuring 
and considerate air, and sits down beside her. 

bluntschli. My dear young lady, dont let this worry 
you. Remember: I’m a soldier. Now what are the two things 
that happen to a soldier so often that he comes to think 
nothing of them? One is hearing people tell lies [Raina re- 
coils]: the other is getting his life saved m all sorts of way 3 
by~all sorts of people. 

RATNA [rising in indignant-protest] And so he becomes a 
creature incapable of faith and of gratitude. ^ 
bluntschli [making a wry f ace] Do you like gratitude? v 

I dont. If pity is akin to love, gratitude is akin to the other { 
thing, 

raina. Gratitude! [Turning on him] If you are incapable 
of gratitude you are incapable of any noble sentiment. Even 
animals are grateful. Oh, I see now exactly what you think 
of me! You were not surprised to hear me lie. To you it was 
Something I probably did every day! every hour! That is 
how men think of women. [She paces the room tragically]. 

^J^BLUNisCK 1 : 1 [dubi ously] Theres reason in everything. You 
skid voud told only two lies in your whole life. Dear young 
lady: isnf that rather a s hort allow ance? I’m quite a straight- 
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forward man myself; but it wouldnt last me a wholemorning. 

raina [staring haughtily at him ] Do you know, sir, that 
you are insulting me? 

bluntschli. I cant help it. When you -strike that, noble 
attitude and speak in that thrilling voice, I admire you; but 
I find it impossible to believe a single word you say. 
raina [superbly] Captain Bluntschli S 
bluntschli [unmoved] Yes? 

raina [standing over him. as if she could not believe her 
senses] Do you mean what you said just now ? Do you know 
what you said just now? 

bluntschli. I do. f ..... . 

gf'RAiNA [gasping] I! IH! [She points to herselj incredulously. 

[meaning "I. Raina Petkoff. tell lies!" He meets her gaze m- 

Minchingly. She suddenly sits down beside him. adas. 

with a complete change of manner from the Jicroic to a 

babyish familiarity] How did you find me out, 

bluntschli [promptly] Instinct, dear young lady. Instinct, 

and experience of the world. 

raina [wonderingly] Do you know, you are the first man 

I ever met who did not take me seriously? 

bluntschli. You mean, dont you, that I am the nrst 
man that has ever taken you quite seriously? 

raina. Yes: I suppose I do mean that. [Cosily, quite at 
her ease with him] How strange it is to be talked to m such 
a way! You know, Ive always gone on like that. 
bluntschli. You mean the—? 

raina I mean the noble attitude and the thrilling voice. 
I They laugh together], I did it whoa I was a tiny chdd to my 
nurse. She believed in it. I do it before my parents. They 
believe in it. I do it before Sergius. He believes in it 
buP-.'tschli. Yga; he's a-Uttle in that Line himself, he? 
raina [startled] Gh! Do you tjpnk-s 
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bluntschli. You know him better than I d°* 
raina. I wonder— I wonder is he? If I thought that 
[Discouraged] Ah well: what does itumatter? I suppose, now 

youve found me out, you despise me. f) 
bluntschli {warmly, rising] No, viy dear young lady, -no 
no no a thousand times. It’s part of your youth: part of 
your charm. I’m like aU the rest of them: the nurse, your 
parents, Sergius: I’m your infatuated admirer. 
raina [pleased] Really ? 

bluntschli vtouU U e+ft 

German fashion] Hand a ufsJHetz! Really 

: what did 

rdjjy 


giving you my portrait? ^ 7 aw' s 

bluntschli [astonished] Your portrait! You never gave: 

me your portrait. . 

rain a [quickly] Do you mean to say you never got it l 

bluntschli. No. [He sits down beside her, with renewed' 

interest, and says, with some complacency ] When did you 


send it to me? 

raina [indignantly] I did not send it to you. [She turns 
her head away, and adds, reluctantly] It was in the pocket 

of that coat. 

BLUNTSCHLI [pursing his lips and rounding his eyes] Oh- 
o-oh! I never found it. It must be there still. 

raina [springing up] There still! for my father to find the* 
first time he puts his hand in his pocket! Oh, how could 

you be so stupid? 

bluntschli [rising also] It doesnt matter: I suppose it s- 
only a photograph: how can he tell who it was intended for? 

Tell him he put it there himself. 
raina [bitterly] Yes: that is so clever! isnt it? [Distractedly] 

Oh! what shall I do? 

bluntschli. Ah, I see. You wrote something on it. That. 
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was rash. 


raina ( vexed almost to tears] Oh, to have done such a 
thing for you, who care no more—except to laugh at me— 
oh! Are you sure nobody has touched it? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Well. I cant be quite sure. You set, 
I couldnt carry it about with me all the time: one cant take 
much luggage on active service. 
raina. What did you do with it? 

BLUNTSCHLI. When ! got through to Pirot I had to put 


it in safe keeping somehow. I thought of the railway cloak 
room; but thats the surest place to get Jooted in modern 

warfare. So l pawned it. ‘ * .-Jrj t* 

raina. Pawned it!!! X. >j. 7 --/ To fs 

BLUNTSCHLI. 1 know it doesnt sound nice; but it was aj 
much the safest plan. I redeemed it the day before yesterday, cu 
Heaven only knows whether the pawnbroker cleared out the ^ 

pockets or not. 

raina [ furious: throwing the words right into his face] )y 
You have a low shopkeeping mind-. You think of things v 
that would never .com&mto a gentleman’s head. 

BLUNTSCHLI [ihfle^faftcqlly] Thats the Swiss national 
character, dear lady. [He returns to the table«-***+/, 
raina. Oh, I wish I had never met you. [SheJounces, awqy, -i 

and sits at the window fuming].^'f 
Louka comes in with a heap of letters and telegrams on 
her [af$r. and cross^s^with her bold free gait, to the table. 
Her left sleeve is hopes up to the shoulder with a brooch, 
shewing her naked arm, with a broad gilt b racelet covering 
the bruise. 

LOUKA [to Bluntschli] For you. [She empties the salver 
with a fling on to the table]. The messenger is waiting. [She 
is determined not to be civil to any enemy, even if she must 
bring him his letters]y\ 
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bluntsohli [to Raina] Will you excuse me: the last pos¬ 
tal delivery that reached me was three weeks ago. These are 
the subsequent a^umfetions. Four telegrams: a week old. 

[He opens one}. OhoT'BadNews ? 

raina [rising and advancing a little remorsefully ) Bad 


news ? 

8LUNTSCHLI. My father’s dead. [He looks at the telegram 
with his lips pursed, musing on the unexpected change in 
his arrangements. Louka crosses herself hastily]. 
raina. Oh, how very sad! 

blitntschli. Yes: I shall have to start for home in an 
hour. He has left a lot of big hotels behind him to be looked 
%, after [He takes up a fat letter in a long blue envelope ]. 
Here’s a whacking letter from the family solicitor. [He pulls 
I out the enclosures and glances over C tjicn ^Great Heavens! 
Seventy! Two hundred! [In a crescend oJ^ djsniay] Four 
hundred! Four thousand!! NineTfiousand six h undr ed!!! 
What on earth am 1 to do with them all? 
raina [timidly] Nine thousand hotels? 
bluntschli. Hotels! nonsense. If you only knew! Oh, it’s 
too ridiculous! Excuse me: 1 must give my fellow orders 
about starting. [He leaves the room hastily, with the documents 
in his hand]. 

louka [knowing instinctively that she can annoy Raina 
by disparaging Bluntschli] He has not much he art, that - 
Swiss. He has not a word of grief for his poor father. u 

raina [bitterly] Grief' A man who has been doing nothing 
but killing people for years! What does he care? What does 
any c Ndier care? [She goes to door, restraining her tears 
with jpiculty]. 

louka. Major Saranoff has been fighting too: and he has 
plenty of heart left. [Raina, at the door, draws herself up 
haughtily and goes out]. Aha! 1 thought you wouldnt get 
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much feeling out of yourjoldier. [She is following Rama 
when Nicola enters wfyhjmjtrmful of logs foy'the stove). 

nicola [grinning d morousty at her ) lve been trying all 
the afternoon to get a minute alone with you, my girl. [His 
countenance changes as he notices her arm). Why, what 
fashion is that of wearing your sleeve, child 
louka [proudly) My own fashion. ^nXjicA> 
nicola. Indeed! if the mistress catches y ou, she ll talk to 
you. [He puts the logs down, and seats Hfrr.se If comfortably 


on the ottoman}. 

louka Is that any reason why you should take it on 
yourself to talk to me? 

nicola. Come! dont be so contrairy with me. lve some 
good news for you. [She sits down beside him. He takes out 
some paper money. Louka, with an eager gleam in her eyes, 
tries to snatch it; but he shifts it quickly to his left hand, out 

of I'eupyMpS&UmsSLM blU1 Sersius 6ave me ,ha !' 

out of nur c swa^er. A fool and his money are soon parted. ^ 
Theres ten levas more. The Swiss gave me that for.b acking * 
up the mistress and Raina’s lies about him. He’s no fool; 
he isnt. You should have heard old Catherine downstairs as 
polite as you please to me, telling me not to mind the Major 
being a little impatient; for they knew what a good servant 
I was —after making a fool and a liar ot me before them all! 
The twenty will go to our savings; and you shall have the ten 
to spend if youil only talk to me so as to remind me I’m a 
human being. I get tired of being a servant occasionally. 

louka Yes: sell your manhood for 30 levas, and buy me 
for 10! [Rising scornfully) Keep your money. You were born 
to be a servant. I was not. When you set up your shop you 
will only be everybody’s servant instead of somebody’s ser¬ 
vant. [She goes moodily to the table and seats hersel f regally 

in Sergius’s chair]. 
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nicola [picking up his logs, and going to the stove J Ah, 
wait ti) you see. We shall have our evenings to ourselves; 
and I shall be master in my own house, 1 promise you. [He 
throws the togs down and kneels at the stove]. 
louka. You shall never be master in mine.^flk^ae** LjlJL, 
nicola [turning, %J%ees,and_ squattif ig down 

rather forlornly ontm jalves. ’daunt ectoylier implacable 
disdain ] You have a great ambition in you, Louka. Re: 
her. ii' any luck comes to you, it was I that made a/woraan 
of you. ' . [Z. 

louka. You; ***((£' 

nicola [. scrambling u p and going at hej-\ Yes, me. Who 
vas it made you give up wearing a couple of pounds of false 
black hair on your head and reddening your lips and cheeks 
like any other Bulgarian girl! 1 did. Who taught you to trim 
your nails, and keep your hands clean, and be dainty about 
yourself, like a fine Russian lady? Me: do you hear that? 
me! [She tosses her head defiantly; and he turns away, add¬ 
ing more coolly ]. Ive often thought .that .jf J|aina were out 
of the way, and you just 7 altitU^lek^f^a fool and Sergius 


lust a little more of one, you might come to be one of my 
grandest customers, instead of onfy being my wife and cost- 
mg me m oney. 

louka. 1 believe you would rather be my servant than 
my husband. You would make more out of me. Oh, l know 
that soul of yours. 

nicola [going closer to her for greater emphasis] Never 
you mind my soul; but just listen to my advice. If you want 
to be a lady, your present behaviour to me wont dcTav all* 
unless when we’re alone. It’s too sharp and impudent; and 


impudence,is a sort of familiarity: it shews affection for me 
ABsT <f nt you try bemg high and mighty with me, either 
Youi • ?. all country girls: vou think it's genteel to treat a 
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servant the way 1 treat a stabieboy- Thais only your ignor¬ 
ance and dont you forget it. And dont be so ready to defy 
everybody. Act as if you expected to have your own way. 

/not as if you expected to be ordered about The wa y to g et_^ 
on as a lady is the same as the way to get on as a servant: y 
youve gofto kn^dur place; thatS the secret of it. And you 
may depend on me to know my place if you get promoted. 
Think over it, my girl. I’ll «»od by yon: one servant should 

always stand by another. 

LOUKA [rising impatiently) Oh. I must behave in my owri 
way. You take all the courage out of me with your cold¬ 
blooded wisdom. Go and put those logs on the fire: thats 

the sort of thing you understand 

Before Nicola can retort. Sergius conies in. He checks 
himself a moment on seeing Louka:. then goes to the stove. 
SERGIUS [to Nicola ] I am not in the way of your work, 


I hope. , . 

NICOLA [in a smooth, elderly manner) Oh no, sir; thank 

you kindly. I was only speaking to this foolish girl about 

her habit of running up here to the library whenever she 

nets a chance, to look at the books. Thats the worst of her 

education, sir: it gives her habits above her station [To 

Louka ] Make that table tidy, Louka, for the Major [He goes 

» r7 

the papers on the table. He crosses slowly to her. and studies 

the arrangement of her sleeve reflectively... 

Sergius. Let me see: is there a mark there’ I He turns up 
the bracelet and sees the bruise made by his grasp. She 
stands motionless, not looking at him:, fascinated, bu, on her 

guard], Ffff! Does it hurt? 

LOUKA. Yes. 

sergius. Shall 1 cure it? 


63 



arms and the man 


louka I instantly withdrawing herself proudly, but still not 
looking at him J No You cannot cure it now. || 

sergius [masterfully] Quite sure? [He makes a movement 

as ij to take her in his arms]. 

louka. Doni trifle with me, please. An officer should not 
trifle with a servant. 

sergius [indicating' the bruise with a merciless stroke of 
his forefinger] That was no trifle, Louka. 

louka [fiinching; then looking at him for the first time] 
Are you sorFyT^ ) t >wnr 

sergius [with measured emphasis, folding his arms] I am 
never sorry. 

louka [wistfully] I wish 1 could believe a man could be 
as unlike a'woman as that. I wonder are you really a brave 
man? 

sergius [unaffectedly, relaxing his attitude] Yes: 1 am a 
brave man. My heart jumped like a woman’s at the first 
shot; but in the charge I found that I was brave. Yes: that 
at least is real about me. 


louka. Did you find in the charge that the men whose 


fathers are poor like mine were any less brave than the men 
who are rich like you? j . w j- 

sergius [with bitter levity ]! Not a bit. They all slashed and 
cursed and yelled like heroes. Psha! the courage to rage and 



/ kill is cheap. 1 have an English bull terrier who has as much * 
of that sort of courage as the whole Bulgarian nation, 
the whole Russian nation at its back. But he lets my giiom 


^aTthrash him , all the same. Thats your soldier all over! No. 
4=oritij : your poor men can cut throats; but they are afraid 
of their officers; they put up with insults and bfows; they 
^ stand by and see one another punished like children: aye. 
end help to do it when they are ordered. And the officers!!! 
Well [with a short harsh laugh] l am an officer. Oh. 








ARMS AND TUBMAN, 

\ferventlyf&™^te man who w,1 ‘ defy ‘° the deatQ “ ny 

power on earth or in heaven that sets ■tselijjE.a^i mst h is 
own will andxonscience: he alone is the brave man. •-— 

louka How easy it is to talk! Men never seem to me to 
grow up: they all have schoolboy’s ideas. You dont know 

r ssss-w-i ■ - -»;■»r 

1 r-s 


see. 


SERGIUS. What would you do most noble Empress^ ^ 
L ° UKA rooelhasth^courage to do. If I loved you, though 

que en m Europe has the « J, ^ y ^ ^ , wouU , 

you would be as inferior Would you dare as much 

1 *****«<•>« «* 

„ you loved me^ no. y Yqu wou , d nQ( dare; you 

woJd 0 m'ar°ry a rieh man’s daughter because you would be 
afraid of what other people would say of you 

SERG ,us [b oun<Uns « P 1 You he: *«*«‘ you 

If 1 loved you, and I were ‘be , , ove an0[Uer 

woman/a woman as'high above you as heaven is above.earth. 

A " dy °: r ha J v e e al0 no S re°a f so h n r .o be. She will never marry you 
no L w The man . told you of has come back. She will marry 

the Swiss. 
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Swiss! 

louka. A man worth ten of you. Then you can come to 
me; and I will refuse you. You are not good enough for me. 
[57i<? turns to the door). 

SERGIUS [springing after her and catching her fiercely in 
his arms] I will kill the Swiss; and afterwards I will do as I 
please with you. 

louka [in his arms, passive and steadfast ] The Swiss will 
kill you, perhaps. He has beaten you in love. He may beat 
you in war. 

sergius [ tormentedly ] Do you think I believe that she— 
she! whose worst thoughts are higher than your best ones, 
is capable of trifling with another man behind my back? 

louka. Do you think she would believe the Swiss if he 
told her now that I am in your arms? 

• sergius [releasing her in despair) Damnation! Oh, dam¬ 
nation! Mockery! mockery everywhere! everything 1 think is 
mocked by everything I do. [He'strikes himself frantically on 
the breast ]. Coward! liar! fool! Shall 1 kill myself like a man, 
or live and pretend to laugh at myself? [She again turns to ' 
go]. Louka! [She stops near the door). Remember: you belong 
iO me. 

louka [turning] What does that mean? An insult? 

sergius [commandingly] It means that you love me, and 
that I have had you here in my arms, and will perhaps have 
you there again. Whether that is an insult I neither know 
nor care; take it as you please. But [vehemently] I will not 
be a coward and a trifler. If l choose to love you, I dare 
marry you, in spite of all Bulgaria. If these hands ever touch 
you again, they shall touch my affianced bride. 

lou 1 a. We shall sec whether you dare keep your word. 
And ta, e care. I will not wait long, 

sergius [again folding his arms and standing motionless 


, . AR 

i 

sergius [recoiling] The 
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in the middle of the room] Yes: we shall see. And you shall 
wait ray pleasure. 

Bluntschli, much preoccupied, with his papers still in his 
hand, enters, leaving the door open for Louka to go out. He 
goes across to the table, glancing at her as he passes. Sergius, 
without altering his resolute attitude, watches him steadily. 

Louka goes out, leaving the door open. 

bluntschli [absently, sitting at the table as before , and 
putting down his papers] Thais a remarkable looking young 

~s [gravely, without moving] Captain Bluntschli. 
BLUNTSCHLI. Eh? 

, SERGIUS You have deceived me. You are my rival. I 
^brook no' rivals. At six o’clock 1 shall be in the drilling, 
ground on the IClissoura road alone, on horseback, with my 
sabre. Do you understand 

bluntschli ( staring. but sitting quite at Ins ease] Oh, 
thank you: thats a cavalry man’s proposal. I’m m the artdteiy . 
and I have the choice of weapons. If 1 go, I shall take a 
machine gun. And there shall be no mistake about the cart- 

^SERGIUS [flushing, but with deadly coldness] Take care, sir. 
Tt is not our custom in Bulgaria to allow invitations of that 

kind to b 5 -Uiflfidjwith.-^i^>'^ 

bluntschli [warmly] Pooh! dont talk to me about Bul¬ 
garia. You dont know what fighting is. But have it your 
own way. Bring your sabre along. I’ll meet you. 

Sergius [fiercely delighted to find his opponent a man o) 
spirit] Well said, Switzer. Shall I lend you my best horse? 

bluntschli. No: damn your horse! thank you all the 
same my dear fellow. [Raina comes in. and hears the next 
sentence]. I shall fight you on foot. Horseback’s too dan¬ 
gerous: I dont want to kill you if I can help it. 
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raina [hurrying forward anxiously] I have heard whal 
Captain Bluntschli said, Sergius. You are going to fight. 
Why■> [Sergius turns away in silence, and goes to the stove 
where he stands watching her as she continues, to Bluntschlt ] 


What about? 

bluntschli. I dont know: he hasnt told me. Better not 
interfere, dear young lady. No harm will be done: Ive often 
acted as sword instructor. He wont be able to touch me, 
and 1'U not hurt him. It will save explanations. In the mom- 
1 shall be off home; and youfi never see me or hear of 
me aeain You and he will then make it up and live happily 


ever after , 

raina [turning away deeply hurt, almost with a sob in her 

voice ] I never said l wanted to see you again. 

sergius [striding forward] Hz'. That is a confession. 

raina [haughtily] What do you mean? 

sergius. You love that man! 


raina [scandalized] Sergius! 

sergius. You allow-him to make love to you behind my 
back, just as you treat me as your afhanccd -husband behind 
his. Bluntschlr. you knew our relations; and. you deceived 
‘me. It is for that that I call you to account, not for having 

received favors ! never enjoyed^ ^ ^ ^ f 

HLUNTScfilTT^^^ U P indignantly) Stuff! Rubbish! 
have received no favors. Why, the young lady doesnt even 


know Whether l’m married or not. 

raina [forgetting herself) Oh’ [Collapsing on the ottoman] 

Arc you? 

sergius. You see the young lady's concern. Captain 
Bluntschli. Denial is useless. You have enjoyed the privilege- 
of being received in her own room, late at night— 

BLUNTSCHLI [interrupting' him peppe rily] Yes, you block- 
hcae" she received me with a pistoj/at her head. Your cavalry 
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were ai my heels. I’d have blown out her brains if she’d 
uttered a cry. 

sergius [token aback\ Bluntschli! Raina: is this true? 
raina [rising in wrathful majesty] Oh, how dare you, how 

dare you? 

BLUNTSCHLI. Apologize, man: apologize. [He resumes 

his seat at the table). ‘ ,. 

SERGIUS [with the old measured emphasis, folding his 

arms) 1 never apologize! 

raina [passionately) This is the doing of that friend of 
yours. Captain Bluntschli. It is he who .s spreading this 
horrible story about me. [She \valks about excitedly). 
bluntschli. No: he’s dead. Burnt alive. 

RAINA [stopping, shocked] Burnt alive! ... . 

bluntschli. Shot in the hip in a woodyard. Couldnt drag 
himself out. Your fellows' shells set the Umber on Ore and 
burnt him, with half a dozen other poor deeds id the same 

predicament. 

s R rru S H And h how Hdiculousl Oh. warl war! the dream 
of p^tnots and heroes! A fraud, Bluntschh A hollow^. 

like love. that before 7 mc! 

" a .on.. ' «• w »“r 

back here if nothing had passed between you except a 

muzzle of your pistol? Rama is mis.aken about your 

who was burnt. He was not my informant 

raina. Who then? [Suddenly guessmg the trud ij^Ab. 

Louka! my maid! my servant^You were w,^ ^ ^ 

ing all that lime after a ter . ot -,a sardonic 

I have been worshipping! [He meets g 

enjoyment of her disenchantment. Angered all the more. 
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goes closer 10 him, and says, in a lower, mlenser tone) Do 
you know that 1 looked (Jut of the window as I went upstairs, 
to have another sight of my hero; and I saw something I 
did not understand then. 1 know now that you were making 
love to hdr. \\ 

sergius \mth) grim humor ] You saw that? 
raina. Only too well. [S/ze turns away and throws herself 
on the divan under the centre window quite overcome ). 

sergius ^cynically\ Raina: our romance is shattered. Life’s 
z Qu xe^UjL^W 1 ^ / 

bluntschli ( to Raina, whimsically ] You see: he’s found 
himself out now. 

sergius [goi/rg to him] Bluntschli: I have allowed you to 
call me a blockhead. You may now call me a coward as well. 
I refuse to fight you. Do you know why? 

bluntschli. No, but it doesnt matter. I didnt ask the 
reason when you cried on; and 1 dont ask the reason now 
th’at you cry off. I’m a professional soldier: I fight when 1 
have to, and zm to get out of it when 1 havnt to. 

Youre only arQirnateur: you think fighting’s an amusement. 

sergius [sitting down at the table, nose to nose with him] 
You shall hear the reason all the same, my professional. The 
reason is that it takes two men—real men—men of heart, 
blood and honor—to make a genuine combat. I could no 
more fight with you than I could make love to an ugly 
woman ,Youve no magnet ism: .youre not a man: youre a 
machine. t r »~ 

bluntschli [ apologetically) Quite true, quite true. I 
always was that sort of chap. I’m very sorry 
sergius Psha' 

bluntschli. But now that youve found that life isnt a 
farce, bit something quite sensible and serious, what further 
obstacle is ‘here to your happiness? 'Jj 
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raina [rising] You are very solicitous about my happiness 
and his. Do you forget his new love—Louka? It ss not you 

that he must fight now, but his rival, Nicola. 
sergius. Rival!! [bounding half across the room]. 

RAINA. Oonl you know thafethe^nggged? _ 
sergius. Nicola! Are freshjibysses opening? Nicolai. 
raina [sarcastically] A shocking sacrifice ism it . Such 
beauty I such intellect I such modesty I wasted on a middle- 
aged servant man. Really, Sergius, you cannot stand by and 
allow such a thing. It would be unworthy of your Rivalry 
SERGIUS [losing all self-control] Viper! Viper! [He rushes 

I telling angrieU Do you raaliie who! ha ha, dona. 
Captain Bhinischli? He has set this girl as a spy on us, 
her reward is that he makes love to her. 

SERO,US - Monstrous ^‘[con/rou/ing hint] Do you deny 

thaTThe told you about Captam BluntschU being m my 
room? 

“m-S DO you deny that you were making 
love to her when she told you?^ 

“ enough” 

s n JS aZTP «■ - majMy back ,0 

the window J. Ser . . n m agony of mortifica- 

6LUNTSCHL1 ti uietly ’ clutchin * his averted head between 

lion, sinks on the ot o . . worst Q f ,t. Saranoff 

his fists] l told you you were getting the worst 

sergius Tiger cat! 
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rain a [naming excitedly to Blunt schli } You hear this mao 
calling me names. Captain Bluntschli? 

bluntschi. 1 . What else can he do, dear lady? He must 
defend himself somehow. Come [very persuasively ]: dont 
quarrel What good does it do? 

Raina, with a gasp, sits down on the ottoman, and after a 
vain effort to look vexedly at Bluntschli, falls a victim to her 
sense of humor, and actually leans back babyishly against 
the writhing shoulder of Sergius. • ,{. , i. x 

sergius. Engaged to Nicola ’Ha! haj Ah w^ll, Bluntschli, 
you are right to take this huge imposture of a world coolly. 

raina [quaintly to Bluntschli, with an intuitive guess at 
his sta'e of mind J I daresay you think us a couple of grown-up 
babies, dont you? 

sergius [grinning savagely) He does: he does. Swiss civi¬ 
lization nursetending Bulgarian barbarism, eh?- v * c ' '/ 
BLUNTSCHLI [blushing] Not at all, ! assure you. I’m only^ 
very glad to get you two quieted. There! there! let’s be plea¬ 
sant and talk it over in a friendly way. Where is this other 
young lady? 

raina. Listening at the door, probably. 

SERGIUS [shivering as if a bullet had struck him. and speak¬ 
ing with quiet but deep indignation) I will prove that that, 
at least, is a calumny. [He goes with dignity to the door and 
opens it. A yell of fury bursts from him as he looks out. He 
darts into the passage, and returns dragging in Louka, whom 
he flings violently against the table, exclaiming] Judge her. 

Bluntschli. You, the cool impartial man: judge the eaves¬ 
dropper 

Louka stands her ground, proud and silent. 
bluntschli [shaking Ins head ) 1 musnt judge her. I once 
listened myself outside a tent when there was a mutiny brew-^ 
ing. It s all a question of the degree of provocation. My life 

72 •• ? 



ARMS AND THE MAN 


was at stake. 

louka My love was at stake. 1 am not ashamed. 

pjtnt* [contemptuously] Your love' Your cunostly. you 

Touka [facmg her and retorting her contempt mth tnterest] 
My love, Wronger than anything you can feel, even for your 

•chocolate cream soldier. 

SERGIUS [with quick suspicion, to Louka] What docs 
mean? 

' —» * 

ice pudding. A paltry taunt, girl! 

Major Petkoff enters, in ^“gentlemen. Rama 
petkoff. Excuse my shurteeves .■ $wear 

somebody has been wearing 

Somebody with a differenUy , te . d £ke 

hast IshaU catch ctd.lt looks more attentively at them). 

Js anything the ' , he slove _ with a tranquil air). 

raina. N oAShe st s ^ ^ gf labie , „ 

SERGIUS. Oh no. I ne 

a ' nttrsCHL, [wto is already 1 

ta™ J2V *-** Anythin8 lhC 

Louka? 

LOUKA. No, Sir ri (//e Go and 

petkoff ( genially] Tha , a l cod , Wll j you ? 
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Here it is, papa. Give it to me, Nicola; and do you put some 
more wood on the fire. [She takes the coat, and brings it to 
the Major, who stands up to put it on. Nicola attends to the 

fire )• 

PETKOFP [to Ralna, teasing her affectionately ] Aha! Going 
to be very good to poor old papa just one day after his return 
from the wars, eh? 

rajna [with solemn reproach] Ah, how can you say that 
to me, father? 

petkoff. Well, well, only a joke, little one. Come: give 
me a kiss. [S/ie kisses him]. Now give me the coat. 

rajna. No: I am going to put it on for you. Turn your 
back. [He turns his back and feels behind him with his arms 

M 

for the sleeves. She dexterously takes the photograph from 
the pocket and throws it on the table before Bluntschli, who 
covers it with a sheet of paper under the very nose of Sergius, 
who looks on amazed, with his suspicions roused in the highest 
degree. She then helps Petkoff on with his coat]. There, dear! 
Now are you comfortable? 

PETKOFF. Quite, little love. Thanks. [He sits down ; and 
Raina returns to her seat near the stove]. Oh, by the bye, 
Ive found something funny. Whats the meaning of this? [He 
puts his hand into the picked pocket]. Eh? Hallo! [He tries 
the other pocket]. Well, l could have sworn—! [Much 
puzzled, he tries the breast pocket]. I wonder— [trying the 
original pocket]. Where can it—? [He rises, exclaiming] 
Your mother’s taken it! 

raina [very red] Taken what? 

PETKOFF. Your photograph, with the inscription: “Raina, 
to her Chocolate Cream Soldier: a Souvenir.” Now you 
know theres something more in this than meets the eye; and 
I* going to find it put. [Sfcowr//ig] Nicola! 
ola [coming to him] Sir! 
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petkoff. Did you spoil any pastry of Miss Raina’s this 
morning? 

nicola. You heard Miss Raina say that I did sir. 
petkoff. I know that, you idiot. Was it true. 

- nicola. 1 am sure Miss Raina is incapable of saying any- 

thing that is not true, sir. , . , 

petkoff. Are you? Then I'm noi. [turning to the others) 

Come: do you think 1 dont see it all? [He goes to Sergius 

and slaps him on the shoulder). Sergius: youre the chocolate 

cream soldier, amt you? crcam soldier! Cer- 

SERGIUS [starting up\ l. A cnotu 

Not! [He looks a, them. They are all ^serious 

and very conscious). Do you mean to » e l^tR^ 

things like ■ nol suc h an innocent 

sergius [ enigmatically ] The woria 

place as we used to. think, V* tkoff ,, m the choco . 

BLUNTSCHLI [nsmg) 11 S atl rign , J 

late cream soldier. [Fetkofi W £ ./giving 

nished). The gracious young ^ , ever forget 

me chocolate creams when u (be story a , Pirol . 

their flavor! My late friend S 

1 was the fugitive. Q - us . do you remember 

PETKOFF. You! l H 'J asp ] al on g thl ' morning when we 
hpw those two women Pe ,koff confronts 

mentioned it ? 1 v^!re a nice young/oman, amt you? 
Raina severely). Youre a chanced his mind. And 

BA.NA [bitterly] MajorSaranoffh ch nged h ^ 

when 1 wrote that on the photograph. 

Captain BluntschUj* m ™f vehemeM pr o,est) I'm not 
„ bluntschli [starttea 

" [with deep reproach] You said you were. 
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bluntschli. 1 did not I positively did not I never was 
married in my life. 

petkoff [ exasperated] Raina. will you kindly inform me* 
if 1 am not asking too much, which of these gentlemen you 
are engaged to? 

raina. To neither of them. This young lady ( introducing 
Louka. who faces them all proudly ] is the object of Major 
Saranoff’s affections at present 

1 petkoff. Louka! Are you mad, Sergius? Why, this girl's 
engaged to Nicola. 

nicola 1 beg your pardon, sir. There is a mistake. Louka 
is not engaged to me 

petkoff. Not engaged to you, you scoundrel! Why, you 
had twenty-five levas from me on the day of your betrothal; 
and she had that gilt fcraceletJrQm Miss Raina 
nicola [ with coo! une tjonfvJe gave u out so, sir But it 
was only to give Louka protection She had a soul above 
her station, and I have been no more than her confidential 
servant 1 intend, as you know, sir. to sei up a shop later 
oo in Sofia, and I look forward to hefBisiQjSi^aMrecom- 
mendation should she marry into the nobility. \ He goes out 
with impressive discretion leaving them all staring after 
him). 

£A>etkoff [breaking the silence ) Well. I am—hm’ 

sergius This is either the finest heroism or the most 
c crawhng_baseness Which is it, Bluntschli 7 JU-eA, 

bluntschli Never mind whether ii*s„ heroism or base ness 
Nicola’s the ablest man Ive met in Bulgaria. I’ll make hfm 
manager of a hotel if he can speak French and German 
louka [suddenly breaking our at Sergius) I have been 
insulted by everyone here You set them the example. You 
owe me an apology. 

Sergius like a repeating clock of which the spring has 
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been touched, immediately begins to fold his arms. 

bluntschli [before he can speak ] It’s no use. He never 

apologizes. 

• louka. Not to you, his equal and his enemy. To me, his 

poor servant, he will not refuse to apologize. 

SERGIUS [approvingly] You are right. [He bends his knee 

in his grandest manner] Forgive me. ' - 

LOUKA. I forgive you. [She timidly gives him her hand, 
which he kisses]. That touch makes me your affianced wife. 
SERGIUS [springing up] Ah! I forgot that. 
louka [coldly] You can withdraw if you like. 

Sergius. Withdraw! Never! You belong to me. [He puts 

his arm about her]. 

Catherine comes in and finds Louka in Sergius s arms, 
with all the rest gazing at them in bewildered astonishment. 
Catherine. What does this mean? 

Strgiis releases Louka. 

petkoff. Well, my dear, it appears that Sergius is going 
to marry Louka instead of Raina. [She is about to break 
out indignantly at him: he slops her by exclaiming testily] 
Dont blame me: Ive nothing to do with it. [He retreats to 

the stove]. 

CATHERINE. Marry Louka! Sergius: you are bound by 
your word to us! 

SERGIUS [folding his arms] Nothing binds me. 

BLUNTSCHLI [much pleased by this piece of common 
sense] Saranoff: your hand. My congratulations. These 
heroics of yours have their practical side after all. [To 
Louka] Gracious young lady the best wishes of a good 
Republican! [He kisses her hand, to Raina's great disgust. 

and returns to his seat]. 

CATHERINE. Louka: you have been telling stories. 
louka. 1 have done Raina no harm. 
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catherinb [haughtily] Raina! 

Raina, equally indignant, almost snorts at the liberty. 
louka I have a right to call her Rama; she calls me 
Louka I told Majoi Saranoff she would never marry him 
if the Swiss gentleman came back 

bluntschli \rising, much surprised) Hallo! 

LOUKA [turning to Raina ) 1 thought you were fonder of 
him than of Sergius You know best whether I was right.); 

bluntschli. What nonsense' I assure you. my dear 
Major, my dear Madame, the gracious young lady, simply 
saved my life, nothing else She nevet cared two sli&vv^ 
for me. Why, bless ray heart and soul, look at the young 
lady and look at me She. rich, young, beautiful, with her 
imagination full of fairy princes and noble natures and 
cavalry charges and goodness knows what! And I. a com¬ 
monplace Swiss soidiei who, hardly knows what a ^decept. 
life is after fifteen years of barracks and battles, a vagabond, 
a man who has spoiled all his chances in life through a u 
tncurably romantic disposition, a man— 

sergius [starting as if a needle had pricked him and 
interrupting Bluntschli in incredulous amazement J Excuse 
me, Bluntschli what did you say had spoiled your chances 
io life? 

bluntschli [promptly ) An incurably romantic disposition 
1 ran away from home twice when I was a boy. I went into 
the army instead of into my father’s business I climbed 
the balcony of this house when a man of sense would have 
dived into the nearest cellar 1 came sneaking back h§re to 
have another look at the young lady when any other ruan 
of my age would have sent the coat back— 
petkoff. My coat! 

bluntschli.— yes; lhats the coat I mean—would have 
sent it back and gone quietly home. Do you suppose 1 am 


78 




ARMS AND THE MAN 


the sort of fellow a young girl falls in love with? Why, look 
at our ages! I’m thirty-four: I dont suppose the young 
lady is much over seventeen. [This estimate produces a 
marked sensation, all the rest turning and staring at one 
another. He proceeds innocently] Ail that adventure which 
was life or death to me, was only a schoolgirl’s game to 
her—chocolate creams and hide and seek. Heres the proof! 
[He takes the photograph from the table]. Now, I ask you. 
would a woman who took the affair seriously have sent me 
this and written on it “Raina, to her Chocolate Cream 
Soldier: a Souvenir”? [He exhibits the photograph trium¬ 
phantly, as if it settled the matter beyond all possibility of 
refutation]. " 

"T&fkoFF. Thats what I was looking for. How the de^ipfi* 
did it get there? [He comes from the stove to look at iCand 
sits on the ottoman]. 

bluntschli [to Raina, complacently] I have put every¬ 
thing right, I hope, gracious young lady. 

raina [going to the table to face him] I quite agree with 
your account of yourself. You are a romantic idiot. 
[Bluntschli is unspeakably taken aback]. Next time, I hope 
you will know the difference between a schoolgirl of seven¬ 
teen and a woman of twenty r three. . 
bluntschli [stupefied] Twenty-three! 

Raina snaps the photograph contemptuously from his 
hand; tears it up; throws the pieces in his face; and sweeps 
back to her former place. ... ,, 

sergius [with grim enjoyment of his rival's discomfiture] 
Bluntschli: my one last belief is gone. Your sagacity is a 
fraud, like everything else. You have less sense than even I!. 

bluntschli [overwhelmed] Twenty-three! Twenty-three!! 
[He considers]. Hm! [Swiftly making up his mind and 
coming to his host] In that case, Major Petkoff, I beg to 
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propose tormally to become a suitor for your daughter’s 
hand, in place of Major Saranoff retired. 
raina. You dare! 

bluntschli. If you were twenty-three when you said 
those things to me this afternoon, I shall take them seriously. 

Catherine [loftily polite] I doubt, sir, whether you quite 
realize either my daughter’s position or that of Major ; 
Sergius Saranoff, whose place you propose to take. The 
Petkoffs and the Saranoffs are known as the richest and 
most important families in the country. Our position is i 
almost historical: we can go back for twenty years. . 

petkoff. Oh, never mind that, Catherine. [To Bluntschli j 
We should be most happy, Bluntschli, if it were only a 
question of your position; but hang it, you know, Raina is 
accustomed to a very comfortable establishment. Sergius 
keeps twenty horses. 

bluntschli. But who wants twenty horses? We’re not 
going to keep a circus. 

Catherine [severely] My daughter, sir, is accustomed to 

a first-rate stable. . • ' ^ t' ' > ‘ ‘ , • * , 

raina. Hush, mother: youre making me ridiculous. 
bluntschli. Oh well, if it comes to a question of an 
establishment, here goes [He darts impetuously to the table; 
seizes the papers in the blue envelope ; and turns to Sergius]. 
How many horses did you say? 
sergius. Twenty, noble Switzer. 

bluntschli. I have two hundred horses. [They are 
amazed]. How many carriages? 

VEP.Gius. Three. 

NTSCHLi. I have seventy. Twenty-four of them will 
twelve inside, besides two on the box, without counting 
the driver and conductor. How many tablecloths have 
sergius. How the deuce do I know? 
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bluntschli. Have you four thousand ? 

SERGIUS. No..^' • 

v bluntschli. I have. I have nine thousand six hundred 
pairs of sheets and blankets, with two thousand four 
hundred eider-down quilts. I have ten thousand knives and 
forks, and the same quantity of dessert spoons. I have three 
hundred servants. I have six palatial establishments, besides 
two livery stables, a tea garden, and a private house. I have 
four medals for distinguished services; *1 have the rank of 
an officer and the standing of a gentleman; and I have three 
native languages. Shew me any man in Bulgaria that can 
offer as much! 

petkoff [with childish aive] Are you Emperor of 
Switzerland? . 

bluntschli. My rank is the highest known in Switzerland: 
I am a fred citizen. 

CATHERINE. Then, Captain Bluntschli, since you are my 

daughter’s choice— 

raina [ mutinously ] He’s not. 

Catherine [ignoring her] —I shall not stand in the way 
of her happiness. [Petkojf is about to speak] That is Major 
Petkoff’s feeling also. 

petkoff. Oh, I shall be only too glad. Two hundred 

horses! Whew! 

sergius. What says the lady? 

' raina [pretending to sulk] The lady says that he can keep 
his tablecloths and his omnibuses. I am not here to be sold 
to the highest bidder. [She turns her back on him]. 

bluntschli. I wont take that answer. I appealed to 
you as a fugitive, a beggar and a starving man. You 
accepted me. You gave me your hand to kiss, your bed 
to sleep in, and your roof to shelter me. 
raina. I did not give them to the Emperor of Switzerland. 
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bluntschli. Thats just what I say. [He catches her by 
the shoulders and turns her face-to-face with him]. Now tell 
us whom you did give them to. 

raina [succumbing with a shy smile ] To my chocolate 
cream soldier. W', (( . V? 

bluntschli [with a boyish laugh of delight] Thatll do 
Thank you. [He looks at his watch and suddenly becomes 
businesslike]. Time’s up, Major. Youve managed those 
regiments so well that youre sure to be asked to get rid of 
some of the infantry of the Timok division. Send them home 
by way of Lorn Palanka. Saranoff: dont get married until 
I come back: 1 shaH be here punctually at five in the 
evening on Tuesday fortnight. Gracious ladies [his heels 
click] good evening. [He makes them a military bow, and 
goes]. 

sergius. What a man! Is he a man! 
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BERNARD SHAW 

By A. C. Ward 
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Though he received little mother-love from Mrs Shaw, 
the love of music that he gained from her soon proved itself 
useful in London, where one of his first regular positions 
when he took up journalism was as music critic on the Star, 
a London evening newspaper. Both as a critic of music 
and, a few years later, as a critic of plays for the Saturday 
Review, a weekly periodical, he wrote essays of very high 
quality which are still read and praised, more than fifty 
years after they were first printed. . 

When^Sjiaw himself turned to the writing of plays) he 
heard with the inner ear of a musician the words that he 
set down to be spoken by the actors, and his sentences 
consequently run with a rhythmical ease that makes them 
easy and pleasant to speak and hear. It is for this reason 
that the many very long speeches in Shaw’s plays are able to 
hold our attention, whereas speeches of a similar length by 
other modern playwrights are often tedious, even though 
the subjects they deal with may be as important as Shaw’s. 
The finest example of the influence of opera on his dramatic 
work is Act III of Man and Superman, of which more will 
bp said below. 

^After settling in London, Bernard Shaw found it very 
difficult to live by writing, and for the first ten years he 
had to rely mainly upon his mother for food and lodging. 
Yet duiing those years he was laying the foundations of 
his career, joining political societies and addressing public 
meetings, sometimes at street corners. One day in Septem¬ 
ber 1884 he went to a hall in the City of London to hear 
a lecture by the American economist Henry George (author 
of a well-known book. Progress and Poverty) who advocated 
that national revenue should be raised by a single tax on 
land \alues, instead of by numerous taxes on a variety of 
things. Henry George’s lecture converted Shaw to Soci? 
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influence on British political life during the next forty fifty 
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though he would not call himself a Christian, many of his 
strongest convictions and jnost of his personal conduct were 
those of a religious mam His sense of the sacredness of 
life, animal as well as human; his purity of living—he ate 
no flesh, drank no alcohol, smoked no tobacco; his kindness 
in generosity to his fellows" (though he opposed charity 
on the ground that it was usually only a cheap substitute for 
social justice); his insistence that it is the duty of all men 
to strive to leave the world a better place than they found 
it, to hand on to future generations the torch of life burning 
mere brightly—all these beliefs, though. Shaw would have 
claimed that they were based on reason not on faith, were 
so powerful in him as a guide to conduct that they had the 
^orce of a religion. 

(He became a vegetarian when he was twenty-five. His 
reading of the works of the English poet Shelley had some 
influence in leading him to refrain from eating meat, but 
the stronger motive was his deep feeling that ‘animals are 
opr fellow creatures’, not to be slain for human foodO 

( Politics and journalism occupied Bernard Shaw until 1898, 
when he reached the age of forty-two. His first attempt 
at creative literary work produced five unsuccessful novels 
between 1879 and 1883, and in 1885 he made his first 
attempt to write a play, but left it unfinished. Seven years 
later he completed it and on 9 December 1892 ft was per¬ 
formed in London. Called Widowers' Houses, this play dealt 
with the evils of London slums, in which at that time many 
filthy and decaying houses were owned by landlords who 
hved at ease elsewhere on the rents squeezed from poor 
and wretched tenants. 

A play on such a subject-on, that is, a genuine social 
cvl—was something entirely new in the English theatres, 
ft had no success, and when in the following years Shaw 
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went on to write other plays about real human problems, 
such as prostitution (Mrs Warren's Profession), war (Arms 
and the Man), religious intolerance (The Devil’s Disciple), 
revenge (Captain Brassbound's Conversion), and so on, he 
was extremely unpopular with many people, and years were 
to pass before his plays brought him enough money to live 
on For a gradually increasing number of people, however, 
he became a leader in new ways of thought and a champion 
of intellectual freedom?) 

( Until Bernard Shaw began to write for the theatre, there 
had been no modern British dramatist who took current 
social, political, and religious problems as subjects for plays. 
He started out with the conviction that the emotional tangles 
of men and women had received far too much attention on 
the stage, and he made up his mind to do in English what 
Henrik Ibsen had been doing in Norwegian since about 1875; 
namely, to write plays discussing public affairs which touched 

the lives of very large numbers of people. 

/Not until a season of intellectual drama was started at 
Hi* Court Theatre in London in 1904 were Bernard Shaw’s 
plays brought to the notice of a large audience. The ex¬ 
periment was so successful that it continued until 1907, 
by which time there had been 711 performances of eleven 
of Shaw’s plays there. John Bull’s Other Island (a comedy 
about Irish politics) was the first play by Shaw that became 


populai. . „ 

It was at the same theatre that Man and Superman was 
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man who understood and delighted in modem machinery 
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called by Shaw *A Comedy and a Philosophy’, is full of 
ideas which were then new and startling, but we can only 
glance here at Act III, which is a kind of dream happening 
to some of the characters who appear in the first two acts. 
Act III introduces three persons from the old Spanish legend , 
of Don Juan—Juan himself, Donna Anna, one of the many 
women he loved and betrayed; and the ghost of Anna’s 
father, whom Don Juan had killed in a .duel. They^ meet 
and- converse with the Devil in Hell. Mozart, the great 
eighteenth-century Austrian composer, wrote an opera (Don 
Giovanni) based on the Don Juan legend, and the sounds 
of Mozart’s music were in Bernard Shaw’s ears while he was 
writing the many extremely long speeches for this scene in 
Hell, which begins where Mozart’s opera ends. The opinions 
expressed by the four characters during their argument, 
which lasts for about ninety minutes in performance on the 
stage, were invented wholly by Shaw. It is often said that 
the characters in his plays are merely mouthpieces for Shaw’s 
personal opinions, but this cannot be true, because in each 
of his plays the different characters put forward opinions 
which conflict with each other, and Shaw leaves the reader 
(or the spectator in the theatre) to decide which is right. 
In the ‘Don Juan in Hell’ scene the Devil tries to convince 
the others that human beings are so stupid and bad that 
nothing can save them from destruction. Don Juan claims 
that on the contrary, there is in Man a spirit which inspires 
him to struggle upward towards the evolution of the 
Superman, who will be far wiser and better than Man is 
now That spirit is named ‘the Life Force’ in Bernard 
Shaw’s plays 

The discussion between the Devil and Don Juan and the 
others is a serious philosophical argument such as no other 
dramatist would have dared to write for the stage, since no 
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one but Shaw would have thought it possible to make an 
audience listen to pure argument for so long. He succeeded, 
partly because he could be witty and amusing and make 
people laugh even while he was dealing with the most serious 
topics, and partly because he built up his great scenes just 
as a composer builds up the music in an opera or a symphon> 
Shaw introduces a subject for discussion, then another sub¬ 
ject a little later on—as a composer brings tn one melody 
after another—and soon the various subjects are woven 
together into a discussion which interests us intellectually 
and pleases us artistically. 

Shaw was always deeply interested in the sound of words 
as well as in their sense and meaning. As a young man he 
learned shorthand and always wrote his plays in u for his 
secretary to type out m longhand This choice of shorthand 
as a working language was due both to its time-saving ad¬ 
vantages and to its being bascu on phonetics, which always 
uses the same symbol for ihe same spoken sound. Ordinary 
written English is extremely illogical in spelling, a confusing 
variety of different sounds being represented by the same 
letters e.g., cough=kof, but plough=plow. and dough 
=doh. etc This makes English harder to learn and use 
than it* might be if a separate letter or symbol were used for 
every sound Shaw spent a good deal of time trying to per¬ 
suade English people to adopt an enlarged alphabet. He 
also wrote one of his most popular plays. Pygmalion, on the 
subject of correct pronunciation, and he directed that after he 
died a considerable part of the large fortune he left should 
be used to finance any genuine scheme for bringing into com¬ 
mon use his enlarged alphabet and reformed spelling. Bui 
the British have so far shown no inclination to adopt Bernard 
Shaw's system 

(^From 1905. when Man and Superman, his first great play. 
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was performed, Shaw was the world’s most famous living 
playwright, though he long remained unpopular with those 
who disliked his advanced views and his wish to reform 
society. Nevertheless it was at length widely recognized that 
he stood second only to Shakespeare among all the British 
playwrights, and his writings were known and valued in all 
countries long before he received the Nobel Prize for Litera* 
mre in 1925 

(^Glimpses of the religious side of Shaw’s nature appear in 
the majority of his plays, and very clearly in Saint Joan1 
where he took Joan of Arc both as a heroine of history and as 
a heroine of faith. She helped to free the land of France 
from the English armies in the fifteenth century, and she 
would obey only the voice of God which, she declared, spoke 
to her privately. She therefore refused to submit to the 
authority of priests and princes when they wanted her to 
behave contrary to what she believed God had told her, and 
she was burned as a heretic, as Shaw himself probably would 
have been if he had lived in Joan of Arc’s century, for he 
had the same stubborn belief in the right of individual judg¬ 
ment based on the voice of conscience. 

Though he did not enjoy foreign travel and went abroad 
very little—until his friends, especially his wife, persuaded 
him to visit Soviet Russia in 1931 and to go in 1932-3 on 
a voyage round the world, during which he visited Bombay. 
-^Shaw was in the widest sense an internationalist. In exile 
from his own land and living in England, for whose people 
he had curiously mixed feelings of affection, respect, and 
derison, he was without racial prejudices and looked on all 
nations with a cool and impartial eye. He did not care 
particularly for any one nation as a political unit, but he was 
benevolent to all humanity as a matter of principle. In his 
eyes most political leaders were blunderers, insufficiently 
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educated in the art of ruling, which he regarded as the 
highest art of ally 

/ In spite of hirntense interest in political affairs, however, 
Shaw will almost certainly be remembered in the future much 
more by his plays than by his ideas on government and pub¬ 
lic affairs. He v/rote fifty plays, long and short, but his 
other writings (which include The Intelligent Woman’s 
Guide to Socialism and Capitalism and Everybody’s Political 
What’s What?) are of much greater total length) The Prefaces 
which lie added to most of the plays when'’they came to 
be printed are among the best prose essays that can be found 
anywhere in English literature, but their connection with the 
plays to which they are attached is often slight. 

(jShaw died in 1950 in his ninety-fifth year, having pro¬ 
duced his last important play, The Apple Cart, some twenty 
years before, in 1929. jThe height of his fame was reached 
with Saint Joan in 1923, and it is most probable that this 
and several others of his plays will always be more highly 
thought of than Back to Methuselah (1922), which the himself 
regarded as his masterpiece. 

Back to Methuselah, an enormously long work in five 
parts, fails as a play for more reasons than can be discussed 
within the limits of ihi3 Introduction. Its importance among 
Shaw’s works comes from the clear statement of his ‘gospel’ 
in the Preface, and its working out (much less clearly) in 
the dialogue of the five parts of the play. His gospel of 
Creative Evolution and his belief in the Life Force were 
opposed to Charles Darwin’s theory of evolution by Natural 
Selection. In Darwin’s theory the Survival of the Fittest 
comes about through the killing-off of the weak by the strong, 
but the idea of Shaw’s Creative Evolution is th3t the fittest 
are those who survive by superior intelligence and by the 
exercise of will power. Shaw held that if we desire with, 
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passionate strength of will to be better and finer people 
and to live longer, in fact to be changed into Supermen, 
and if that strength of will is passed on to our descendants, 
what we desire will ultimately be brought about. The nations 
would then be ruled in wisdom and virtue, 2 nd war and all 
other evils would vanish from the earth. 
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By A. C. Ward 


The title of the first two volumes of Bernard Shaw’s 
dramatic works, Plays Pleasant and Unpleasant, published 
in 1898, was chosen for the special purpose of showing 
that his plays were of a different kind from those that 
audiences and readers had been used to up to that time. 
Previously the two main divisions of drama were tragedy 
and comedy. In tragedy, someone had to die violently 
before the play ended; while in comedy there was usually 
plenty of amusement but not much else. But in modern 
life, as Shaw wanted to write about it for the stage, violent 
death did not play a large part, for world wars v/ere then 
unthought of. He was more troubled about the many un¬ 
pleasant social conditions that made life miserable for large 
cumbers of people, and there were other disturbing though 
less serious aspects of society that he thought might be 
changed by making pleasant fun of them. He did use the 
words tragedy and comedy for two or three of his later 
plays, but even then the tragedies were not wholly tragic nor 
the comedies free from seriousness. 

Arms and the Man, the earliest of Shaw’s ‘pleasant’ plays, 
is both amusing and thought-provoking: it makes us laugh 
and it makes us think, for it has a serious message cr 
messages. If we could say only ‘It made people laugh and 
had a thought-provoking message in 1894’, we should know 
that Arms and the Man was no more important than the 
many other plays written about the same time and now 
nearly all forgotten. What makes Shaw’s plays better than 
those of his contemporaries is that both the serious and 
the humorous parts seem as fresh and up-to-date to-day as 
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when he wrote them. What he saw either to frown at or 
to smile at were not simply the temporary injustices or pass¬ 
ing follies of his own generation, but certain human charac¬ 
teristics which last from generation to generation, though 
they may change their appearance as time goes on. 

The first important thing to be recognized in Arms and 
the Man, therefore, is that although it is supposed to take 
place in Bulgaria in 1885, with characters who are Bulgarian 
soldiers and their womenfolk, and a Swiss hotel-keeper’s son, 
these facts are hardly more important than the scenery and 
costumes. Shaw could have chosen any other country and 
aationality without altering the nature and habits of the 
characters. An English novelist, Anthony Hope, had writ¬ 
ten, a few years before, a popular romantic tale ( The Prisoner 
of Zencfa) about an imaginary country he called Ruritania. 
This started a fashion for novels and plays with picturesque 
scenery and dashing uniforms and showy dresses, and any¬ 
thing of that kind has since been called ‘Ruritanian*. 
^Although Shaw took the name of an actual country, Arms 
and the Man is best thought of as a ‘Ruritanian* play, so 
far as its outward appearances are concerned. Until he be¬ 
came famous, Shaw no more hesitated to use familiar mate¬ 
rial than Shakespeare did. Both of them aimed at kinds 
of originality which did not depend upon plot or scenery 
or costumes. A Bulgarian setting for Arms and the Man 
made a stage picture that was attractive to ordinary theatre¬ 
goers who only wanted to be amused; but having once cap- .. 
tured their attention, Shaw then set out to make them tliifik, 
and, as a reward for thinking, he also made them laugh. 

What was it he wanted them—and us—to think about in 
connection with Arms and the Man? The play has two 
themes: one is war, the other is marriage , These themes 
are interwoven, for Shaw believed that while war is evil 
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and stupid, and marriage desirable and good, both had be¬ 
come wrapped in romantic illusions which led to disastrous 
wars and also to unhappy marriages. 

The romantic view of war (he held) is based on the 
idealistic notion that men fight because they are heroes, and 
that the soldier who takes the biggest risks wins the greatest 
glory and is the greatest hero. In Anns end the Man Raina 
Petkoff intends, at the time the play opens, to become the 
wife of Major Sergius SaranolT, who is then away fighting 
the Serbs. News has come home to Raina and her mother 
that Sergius has ridden bravely at the head of a victorious 
cavalry charge, and Raina rejoices because she can now 
believe that her betrothed is ‘just as splendid and noble 
as he looks! that the world is really a glorious world for 
women who can see its glory and men who can act its 
romance!’ In the opening scene of the play, after adoring 
Sergius’s portrait, Raina goes to bed murmuring ‘My hero! 
My hero!’ This is a romantic girl’s romantic view of life, 
but then reality suddenly breaks in upon her. 

An enemy officer, in headlong retreat with the defeated 
Serbs, rushes into her *room from the outside balcony to 
take refuge. He is desperate through exhaustion and fear, 
and Raina sneers at him. Nevertheless, when the pursuers 
come to search the house, Raina hides the fugitive and denies 
having seen him. She learns, after the pursuit is over, that 
he is a Swiss, fighting for the Serbs as a professional soldier; 
and she is again contemptuous when he tells her that instead 
of ammunition he carries chocolate in his cartridge cases, 
having found that food is more useful in battle than bullets. 

At Raina’s request that he should describe the great Bul¬ 
garian cavalry charge, the man tells her that its leader (whom 
she knows was Sergius) rode ‘like an operatic tenor . . . 
with flashing eyes and lovely moustache . . . thinking he’d 
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done the cleverest thing ever known, whereas he ought to be 
court-martialled for it. Of all the fools ever let loose on 
a field of battle, that man must be the very maddest. He 
and his regiment simply committed suicide . .’—or they 

would have committed suicide, the man goes on to say, 
only the Serbs had no ammunition left and therefore could 
not repel the charge. The scene ends with the man falling 
asleep through uncontrollable weariness, and Raina finds 
herself moved to pity by the suffering he has endured. She 
had imagined war as an exciting sport; she has now seen 
it as a dreadful reality through contact with one of the 
defeated. 

Until the war of 1914-18 came to support the view that 
professional skill and caution in battle are no less desirable 
than physical courage, Shaw was supposed to have belittled 
soldiers in Arms and the Man} and it took two world wars 
to prove beyond doubt that chocolate (symbolizing all kinds 
of food) is as necessary to an army as cartridges. 

Qn the later scenes of the play the other aspect of the 
pTot comes uppermost. The war has ended and the sol¬ 
diers are home again. Sergius, too, has learned something 
of the realities of war, and is so disgusted by them that he 
has sent in his resignation, saying ‘Soldiering . . is the 
coward’s art of attacking mercilessly when you are strong, 
and keeping out of harm’s way when you are weak.’ Yet 
Raina continues to treat him as a hero of romance until a 
Captain Bluntschli comes to visit the Petkoff’s house and 
is discovered to be the man who took refuge in Raina’s 
room during the retreat. In an amusing scene of the kind 
that is especially typical of Bernard Shaw, Bluntschli shows 
Raina her real character beneath the romantic mask that 
sne has worn since childhood. Not only had she substituted 
an imaginary Sergius for the real one, but she had also 
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built up an imaginary self. Bluntschli is not deceived. He 
says to her: ‘When you strike that noble attitude and speak 
in that thrilling voice, I admire you; but I find it impossible 
to believe a word you say.’ After pretending to be indig¬ 
nant, Raina surrenders and asks, ‘How did you find me 
out? . . . How strange it is to be talked to in such a way! 
You know, I’ve always gone cn like that. . . . I mean the 
noble attitude and the thrilling voice. ... I end it when I 
was a tiny child to my nurse. She believed in it I do it 
before my parents. They believe in it. I do it be, ore 
Sergius. He believes in it.’ But her Swiss visitor does not 

believe in it. , _ . . • 

Bluntschli is not deceived, either, by Sergius, nor 

Sergius blind to his own true nature. When he finds tan- 

self flirting with the servant maid, Louka 
an adoring love scene with Raina, he analyses himself frank¬ 
ly: ‘I am surprised at myself, Louka. What would Sergius, 
the hero of Slivnitza, say if he saw me now ? What wouM 
Sergius the apostle of the higher love, say u he saw me 

now? What would the half-dozen Sergiuses who keep pop¬ 
ping in and out of this handsome figure of mine say if they 

caught us here?’ calls her 

When Rama succumbs at last to uiu 
wnen rvai ni„ntschli has cured her of the 

second of the two deceptions which ruled her lile wnen 

he play began. She no longer thinks of war as a romantic 
the P‘ a y De S an ionger think of marriage as the 

=2." rr.s n 

8&K * “S’ £ 

whose common sense and six 

“ "... *»» ™ 
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most frequent themes in Shaw’s plays throughout the remain¬ 
der of his long life. He thought of marriage not as a means 
of satisfying the personal desires of individual men and 
women, nor as a means of strengthening family ties, but 
as the means of bringing to birth a new and better genera¬ 
tion. Though no one can predict with certainty the conse¬ 
quences of any marriage, Shaw never swerved from the con¬ 
viction that marriage is a solemn contract, not a frivolous 
domestic excursion. In Arms and the Man and often else¬ 
where he laughed at this and other solemnities, but behind 
the humours of the relationships of Raina, Sergius, and Blunt- 
schli lay the memories of Shaw’s own childhood in a home 
shadowed by the failure of his own parents’ marriage. 

The rest of the play is mostly light-hearted fun, though 
amid the fun there are several shrewd hits at two sorts of 
snobbery: the snobbery of the manservant Nicola, who re¬ 
gards his employers with cynical servility, despising them, 
yet humbling himself before them because ‘That’s what they 
like; and that’s how you’ll make most out of them’; and the 
snobbery of the PetkofTs, who think themselves better than 
their neighbours because they have a library and an electric 
bell. As an upholder of social equality Shaw was opposed 
to any idea that servants are an inferior class. He held 
that all necessary work, however menial, is valuable as a 
sen-ice to the community. He also believed that it was 
mean and foolish to act as though the possession of wealth, 
or any other material advantage, is a sign of personal supe¬ 
riority. People may not any longer think it impressive to 
have an electric bell in the house, but there are countries 
nowdays where families with television sets and motor cars 
fee! as stupidly proud as the PetkofTs did with their bell and 
library. 




GENERAL NOTES 
By A. C. Ward 


Bernard Shaw gave careful personal attention to the printing of 
bis plays, and for -almost the whole of his career the printers. 
Dapermakers, binders and publishers acted as his agents and carried 
out his instructions. The fact that he made no change in his printers 
after 1898 or his publishers after 1903, up to the time o: ms death 
is 1950 , is a clear sign of hie fair dealing and loye'ly to those who 
starved him weil. He made a number cf important srnpro.-,neni> 
ia the printing-style of plays, which had before been badly parted 
on cheap paper and with Little care for tire convenience oi re-ao-;-. 
Shaw changed all that, and most other authors, printers, and publishers 

of plays followed his example. , , ... r 

Ho was the Erst to introduce detailed descrip-.-ns of sccru.r>, 
fcrnilure, stage properfies, and (most iinportan; ot am o. me 

characters in the play. Very often these descriptions give iwor:na..cn 

which is intended to help the reader to get a menial picture oi 
the character, rather than to limit the trec^om of th-^ penermm 
or of tHe stage producer. Examples of suen description can be 

found in various places in Arms and the Man: one tha. u.n b- 

quoted here is the statement on page 2 that Cathonne 
determined to be a Viennese lady’, a piece of mi0r t n ?^ 10 ." lia ,. h f ? a s 
the reader to know that she is a snob trying iO premnd that is a 

^sSS^Sch^Snotions and the shorter stage-directions^ cm prim¬ 
ed in italic type, Shaw avoided as far as possible the u.. Cl £ 
for any other purpose. Ordinarily, italics arc used! fo 
words that are to be emphasized, but Shaw usc^ insriad space 
letters. Thus, if the word ‘glorious’ was to be wouJd P iwv 

ing the phrase ‘the world is rcehy a ionoes wond h^uW^v 


scats -what actually happens emphasized word 

slow down ourratecf^ealacg ana ^ ord eccupies 

occuo:e3 a longer time-period, just as tl<e P . (h personal 
more space on the paper when primed. But when the 

pronoun T was to be emphasizes, Shaw had \° iVtlie orrission cf 
Another peculiarity of Shaw’s style of P™™8 s the ■ °™ ss,0 “ 

r « _ O O I VP iHSllUl 


tv in Which these contractions 
£ ?««« Hrnani. — 
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titles would be either in. italic type or between quotation marks. (In 
the Introductions and Motes by the editor in this present volume, italic 

type is used.) . „ - .. 

Shaw rarely printed a list of the characters at the front of the 
play, though this is customary in most other playwrights printed 
works. (In Arms and the Man there does happen to be a short list 
of characters, io order to give the nernes of the .irst performers: 
but this is exceptional in Shaw.) He preferred tliat the reader should 
riot be introduced to the characters by name until they appeared 
in the text of the play, and sometimes he did not, even in the text, print 
the name of a character until another character had spoken it on 
the stage. In Arms and the Man the intruding soldier is named The 
Man until he appears again halfway through Act II, when Catherine 
Petkoff reads the name aloud from the visiting-card brought in by the 
servant. From that point onward his name is used at the beginnings 
of Ills Bpcechea in the printed text—Bluntschli. 
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NOTES ON THE PREFACE TO 
PLA YS PLEASANT 


the New Drama: in the closing years of the nineteenth 
century and the early years of the twentieth, opinions 
about many things were changing rapidly in Britain, and 
the word ‘new’ was often applied to denote a c.iange ot 
attitude and ideas. The ‘New Woman meant the wojr.en 
who wanted to vote at parliamentary elecnons fwhich 
British women did not do at that time) and to earn their 
own living in business, or as doctors or lawy * - • 

versity teachers, instead of staying at home in idleness or 
as family servants. The ‘New Man’ is the description given 
by Shaw to the independent-minded ^.[ or T'^rZ lC ^J / 
driver Henrv Straker in Man and Superman. 1 he 1 . 
Momhty’ stood S ?or the freer views on >*** 
which were adopted by those who fn-r Victorian 

Puritanism and prudery had been < ha •-. •; , 

The ‘New Drama’ was the general ML giiven c .c P - 

which dealt with the changing °P“ ^ 0Ut J' al! lhe 
ot°hTr an ‘new’ e social an^’politjcaMdeas• 

thef pioneer°in been in Norway, where 

the ‘New Drama’ began. f hc !ca ding 

Florence Farr: an actress who was one 
performers in the New Drama Movement- Among in i 

she played was Louka in Arms and the mm- ]Q06. 

£ of & 

2& h s e oc“mS: ^“persona. probes. Ros,„', 

sholm is one of these. „ , t? , v Fnriishwoman (I860- 

Miss A. E. F. Horniman: a schemes which 

1937) who supported va "° us wa s responS ible for putting 
helped the New Drama. She Theatre, London, 

on Arms and the Man at h . Theatre in Dublin 
and she also built thet famous Abbey her vaIuablc 

for the Irish Theatre Movement An ^ !92 , of the 

services was the maintenance from n£W plays were 

Gaiety Theatre, Ma " ch ® s ‘ er t ’ he d ^niatists and actors wno 
performed. A number of the . famous in London 

first began there, afterwards became ia 

and elsewhere. _ , . • Tendon by J. T. Grein 

The Independent Theatre: found Drama. It was 

(1862-1935) in 1891, to promo e ^ 1 . had no building 
not in the usual sense a tneaire, - 
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vi L of its own, but hired ether theatres fer the performances 

it or ganis ed. Flays by lbsei\ and Shaw, among others, 
were produced, and (though it did not itself continue for 
more than a few years) the Independent Theatre led others 
to take up similar work. 

W. B. Yeats: Irish poet and playwright v/ho lived from 1865 
to 1939. He was one of the founders of the Irish Theatre 
Movement and The Irish Players in Dublin, and became 
one of the leading poets of bis time, forsaking the roman¬ 
tic poetry of his early period for a more symbolical and 
intellectual style. Dr . Todhunter did not become well known 
outside Ireland. 

Dryden's Virgil: the translation by John Dryden (1631- 
1700) of the Latin poet Virgil’s epic The Acneid begins, 
‘Arms and the man I sing’, i.e. T praise the soldier and 
the weapons of war’. Shaw’s use of the phrase as the 
title for his anti-heroic play gains force from the ironic 
twist it gives to one of the most famous lines in heroic 
poetry. 

matinees: an Anglicized French word used to describe 
afternoon performances, though it originally meant something 
taking place in the morning. 

viii. West End theatrical management: the principal London 
theatres are close together in a small area of the west-end 
district. The supporters of tne New Drama were inclined 
to think of the managers, or financial controllers, of those 
theatres as soulless men who thought of nothing but making 
big profits. 

the Renascence, more usually spelt Renaissance: the revival 
or new birth of Learning which started in Itaiy in the 
fourteenth centuiy with Dante and others and had spread 
throughout western Europe by the sixteenth century. 

British Pre-Raphaelite painters: a mid-nineteenth-century 
group of artists v/ho sought to break away from artificial 
styles of painting and return to the faithful representation 
of Nature, which they believed was the practice before 
Raphzel, the great Italian painter who lived from 1483 to 
1520. The Pre-Raphsdites developed artificial mannerisms 
of their own and did not last as an independent group. 
Their leader, John E>',rett Millais, became President of 
the Royal Academy. 

William Morris and Burnt-Jone :: Willi art Mom? (1834-96). 
English poet, artist, craftsman., and socialist. He Parted a 
business to design and manufacture fabrics, wallpapers, 
furniture, and ether articles for use in houses, aDd they 
also undertook such work as the making of stained-glass 
windows for churches. Morris had an important influence 
on the improvement of design in Britain, aui also on print- 
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viii. 


ing, through the Kelmscott Press which he began in 1890 
for the production of finely printed books. The Kelmscott 
Chaucer is one of the finest volumes printed in modern 
times. Morris v/as a man of great physical energy and 
boundless activity and he took a prominent part in socia¬ 
list agitation. Sir Edward Burne-Jones (1833-98), painter 
and designer, collaborated with Morris in stained-glass vvor.; 
and other products. At one time he was thought of high// 
as a painter, but his pictures have now lost much ol the.; 

attraction. ,,,, 

Giotto: Italian painter who lived from 1266 to 13-6. ric 
was the pioneer of a new kind of painting which was soon 
to be generally adopted in Florence, where a large mimoe. 
of great artists turned away from the non-reahstic formal 
style and painted with scientific care for natural represen¬ 
tation. Pronounced Jot-to. 

Guild of St Matthew: a society founded in Ib77 to support 
Christian Socialism (see note on this below). Its founder 
was Stewart Headlam (c. 1847-1924), a Church of England 
clergyman whom Bernard Shaw is supposed to ^ V w 
in mind when he created the character named James Ma\or 

Morell in Candida. __. . 

High Church clergymen: the Church of E°S la nd J^erate. 

various groups with different views among its mcmb 5 r ^;P’ 
the chief of these being the Low Church Cr ou p (some¬ 
times called Evangelicals) and the High chu rch e r oup The 
former inherits the antagonism to the Roman CaUio - 
Church which led to the English Reformation ^'nation 
teenth century, while the latter favours pre-Rcfomajmn 
ritual but not the restoration in tngland of ‘he autho 
of the Pope. Clergyman is the Engbsh Proteotant vvoru 

an { ° T em£nt Nonconformist divine: Dr John Gifford (1836- 
1923) was a leader of the Enghsh r ^ Ui of b °^ lt C S 
Baptists, from their belief in the cc-emo./ of. admissjon 

tism by complete immereion as nece • ry^ ^ Qne of 

to the company of Christians. The i P , f rom ths 

the several ‘nonconfoiTnist' groups '^°^ v ^“ tcenth century, 
established Church of England in V^thority and from 
on account of tneir dissent lrom •* man Y learned in 
some of its ceremonies. A divine 

divinity, an older word for theology- 3rt ; a ,i ar religion. 

an infidel: one who does not rhrisiians are iniidels 

In the opinion of a Christian all non-Chnsuans « 
while to (for example) a Mohammedan a Christian 

infidel or unbeliever. opm Fnc ij s h composer. 

Sullivan: Sir Arthur Sullivan (1842-1900) fcngiisn , 

He wrote some music for hyrnr.s and otha reugm^ f 
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but is much better known for his collaboration with the 
playwright Sir William Gilbert (1836-1911) in the melodi¬ 
ous and comic Gilbert and Sullivan operas. The words of 
‘Onward, Christian Soldiers* were written by S. Baring- 
Gould, author of other well-known Christian hymns. 

Haydn: Franz Joseph Haydn (1732-1S09), world-renowned 
Austrian composer. God Preserve the Emperor '‘Gott 
erhaltc Franz den Kaiser’), the Austrian national anthem 
trom 1797 to 1918, when new (republican) words were set 
to Haydn’s music. Pronounced Hyd-cn. 
every drama must present a conflizt: for many veers it was 
often said that Shaw's plays ignored this basic'principle of 
drama, but it could only be said by those who failed to 
sec t.iat there is m all his plays a conflict between opposing 
beliefs and ideas. 

Christian Socialism: a nineteenth-century movement start'd 
aoout 1850 with the aim of Losing the socialist desire for 
political reform and social justice with, the Christian faith 
of the traditionally conse -vative Church of England. One 

0 lts leaders was Charles Kingsley (1319-75), n oremiuent 
clergyman and icn.cus novelist. 

Widowers' Houses: Bernard Sh2v.-’3 first play (1892), which 
•leals with the evils of slum dwellings as they existed at 
chat time. 

George Crofts: a diameter in Mrs Warren's Profession 
(written 1893-4), ine riurd of Shaw’s Unpleasant Plays, 
which was banned from the English stage until 1925 
quintessential: fra from all dilution, or impurities, or non- 
essentials: the heart, or core, or rc.>. cf a matter. 
acr.c end aona with: an idiomatic phase indicates that 
something is not only finished, tut is pui out of mind 
and forgotten. 

the speculum of a work • of art: a speculum *s a mirror or 
some other reacting or brilliant surface. Shaw applies the 

-rd here iO vhat uspect of a work of art vbi:h most clearly 
-.nows us vital purpose. 

u n t u ngeI l f :s W:e P' or poU ’ tl.is was 
nrst s_id bv the great English actor David Garrick (1717- 


arfMit writings are worus ot genius, uarr.ck’s 

actum words were: 

Here lies Nolly Goldsmith, for shortness call’d Noll, 
v ..who wrote Lkc an angel, but talk’d like poor Poll. 

Noli and Nolly are short for Oliver: Poll (or Polly) is the 
common pet name for a parrot. 

^ 1 31 , 190 ^ I18liSh essayist and art critic who lived from 
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XI. 


Carpaccio: Vittore Carpaccio (c 1450-c. 1515), Italian pain-, 
ter, of the Venetian School. Pronounced Kar-paich-ee-o. 

Bellini: Giovanni Bellini ( c . 1423*1516), Italian painter, of 
the Venetian Scnool. Pronounced Bel-leen-ee. 

Tintoretto: Italian painter (1518-94), of the Venetian School. 

Rembrandt: the greatest of the Dutch painters; lived from 
1606 to 1669. Pronounced Rerr.-brahnt , 

Mozart: Wolfgang /unadeus Mozart (1756-91), Austrian 
ccmooser. His musical career began when he v'as only 
bix years old, and although he was only thirty-five when 
he died, he wrote many hundreds of works, including 
several operas. Ir. beauty and purity of style Mozart’s 
music Is among the greatest ever written. Pronounced 

Beethoven: Luding von Beethoven (1770-1827), German 
composer. The profundity and nic.jesty of his symphonies 
and many other compositions have led to his being called 
•the Shakespeare of music’. Pronounced Bair-o-ven. 

Wagner: Richard Wagner (1812-83), German composer who 
brought about a revolution in the writing of operas, by- 
making the words and drama equal ia importance to the 
music Bernard Shaw admired him extremely and wrote 
r study ofhis works. The Perfect Wagnetlte (1898). Pro- 

Wn&Btake (1757-1327), English poet, painter and 
rustic His works have been more highly valued in the 
rsnstnt century than before, and Shaw is among the many 
modern writers and thinkers who have been influenced by 
revolutionary ideas on many topics. 

Shelly- Dvsshe Shelley (1792-1821), one of the 

Selftest'of the English poets, with an unequalled lyncal 
5[rt His unorthodox opinions on religion, morals, and 
politics have given him a strong hold on many later writers 
fncludfns Shaw, who was attracted to vegetarianism throueh 

Ineohmhr confused; incapable of making a clear statement. 

Candida: the second of Shaw’s Pleasant Plays: written m 

Ahlrdeen- a city on the east coast of Scotland, the inhabi¬ 
tant of Which are jokingly said to be uncommonly fond of 
whisky and to be unwilling to spend their mcncy. 

Tf-rhnrd'Mansfield: an American actor who h)— from 

ilaVs in JhTbn^tedStates," an?hc° n^d^Shaw popular 

<» >*£»■ 

I" & "5AS2T » f ST. 
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xi. influence in many countries. 

The Man of Destiny: the third of Shaw’s Pleasant Plays; 

, written in 1895. it is a short and minor piece on an episode 
ia .he ufc of Napoleon. 

bravura: Italian word need here in the sense of showy and 
without much subs.ante. Pronounced breh-voora. 

You Never Can Tell: the fourth of Shaw’s Pleasant Plays 
written in I89S. 

xii. Cy> .7 Maude. English actor-manager who lived from 1361 

to 1951. 

Nay market Theatre: one of the principal London theatres 
and the second oldest, first built in 1720. 

cctor-mancgers: actors who also control the business side of 
a theatre or theatres. They ha\e often been rebuked by 
authors end critics who allege that actor-managcrs seek 
c.dy self-glorification and not the good of the drama. 

Hand Street: a thoroughfare in the west-end of London 
where, many dealers in works of art have their showrooms 
and galleries. 

bacKcrs. a person who provides the money for the staging 
of a piny is called the backer, but only if he has no regular 
connection with theatre., and only hopes for monetary profit 
or some other personal benefit. 

xiii. syndicates: a syndicate in this sense is a group of people 

who provide money jointly for the staging of plays and 
3 ha*o any profits. 

yornom:phlc farces plays in which the honour depends 
upon obscene jokes concerned with sexual relationships. 

Ka’vrs: the title assumed by emperors of Germany until 
ICaiser Wilhelm I! was dethroned and a republic declared 
io 1911. Pronounced ky-zer. 

histrionically: in an artir.cial and stagy manner. 

xiv. pauperization: reduction to the state of a beggar who receives 

monw or goods without working for them." 

doles: payment from charity or public funds. 

Poor Law Commissioners: a body cf officials appointed in 
Britain to administer the laws relating to persons without 
means of self-support, such as the unemployed, the dis¬ 
abled, and the aeeJ. The Boor Laws have since been 
abolished and replaced by various social services which do 
not csrrv any stigma of poverty. 

National Gallery: the art gallery in Trafalgar Square, Lon¬ 
don, which contains the English national collection of 
paintings arid includes masterpieces from various countries 
and many centuries. 

British Museum: the national collection of historical and 
artistic objects, at Bloomrbury. London. It also iucluCps 

. the great libraries which attract students from every port 
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xv. of the world. 

repertory theatres: unlike the theatres in the west-end 'of 
London, where plays continue to run for as long as they 
make a profit, sometimes for two or three years, repertory 
theatres usually put on a different play each week. This 
system allows the audiences to get a better knowledge of 
various kinds of drama, while the players get a fuller ex¬ 
perience, and authors have more opportunities of getting 
their plays performed. Repertory theatres now exist in 
hundreds of towns and in many districts of the large cities 
in Britain and other countries. 

would carry a knighthood with it: a somewhat ironical al¬ 
lusion to the fact that in 1895 a title was given to an actor 
for the first time in the history of the British stage. Sir Henry 
Irving has since been followed by many other actor knights, 
and the Stage has become as respectable as the Law and the 
Church. 

Italian opera: ‘the committee plan’, referred to by Shaw, 
- was in existence at Covent Garden Theatre, London, the 
centre of international opera in Britain, 

xvi. nuances: delicate shades of meaning, etc. Though the word 
is of French origin it has become Anglicized in pronuncia¬ 
tion. 

sophistication: loss of natural simplicity. 

honor: for such words as honour, labour, clamour, colour, 
etc., Shaw used the simpler spelling which is general in 
America and is justified by the fact that the u is not sounded, 

xvii. over-sanguine: too hopeful. 

half-guineas: 'Guinea' is still used as a monetary term by 
the English, though there is no longer a coin so named, 
Its value was twenty-one shillings. A half-guinea there¬ 
fore means ten shillings and six pence, which was the usual 
price of the best seats in London west-end theatres before 


1914 

Joachim: Joseph Joachim (1831-1907), Hungarian violinist; 
thought by some to have been the greatest violin player that 
the world has ever known. He also wrote some music. 

Pronounced Yoc-keem. . . 

beanfeasiers: a beanfeast is an annual merrymaking trip to 
the country, or some ether celebration usually arranged 
for the workers u> a particular factory or shop, 
xviif the seamy side of life: the darker or sordid aspect, 
xii ,0 brZ .hem: to'beat ont their brains by violent blows, but 
here used by Shaw in the sense of bringing cons-incing 
evidence to disprove the arguments of a stubborn and prc- 

M^ThomaJ 0 novelist, dramatic critic, journalist, etc., who 
lived from 1828 to 1910. He did not leave any work of 
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xix. lasting importance. 

apings: unintelligent imitations. _ .., 

Gladstone: William Ewart Gladstone (1809-98), British states¬ 
man, leader of the Liberal Party, and one of the greatest 
Prime Ministers. . . 

idealism: this word, as used frequently by Shaw, is intended 
to suggest the falsely romantic view of life which prevents 
people from facing their own problems and the world’s with 
reason and common sense. 
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a Turkish ottoman: an oblong padded couch serving as 
a divan. 

avalanche: a displaced mass of ice and snow sliding down a 
mountain side and carrying away whatever is in its path. 
Shaw uses the word here to give a vivid impression of the 
effect of a cavalry charge. 

chaff: the husks detached from ears of corn during threshing 
and easily blown away. 

Byron: George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788-1824), English 
poet. His hatred of hypocrisy and oppression made him 
antagonistic to the conduct of contemporary persons and 
governments, though his own loose moral standards earned 
strong censure. He wrote stirring romantic poetry and 
love lyrics, as well as much biting satire. !n Don Juan, 
his greatest work, he combined beautiful poetry, romantic 
adventures, and satire. He left England finally in 1816 
and died in Greece, where he had intended to fight in the 
cause of independence. 

Pushkin: Alexander Sergivich Pushkin (1799-1837), the grea¬ 
test of the Russian poets. He was much influenced by 
Byron and Shakespeare. 

cut a poor figure: compare unfavourably with others. 

fusillade: rapid shooting from a number of rifles or other 

firearms simultaneousiy. , . . . . , . 

unkempt: extremely untidy, with unbrushed hair and a general 

appearance of neglect. 

with all his wits about him: mentally alert. 

cynically ■ a cynic is one one adopts an attitude of sneenng 
contempt towards mankind in general. Shaw here refers 
to a milder quality in Bluntschli (The Man), who is free 
from romantic illusions even in the presence of an attractive 


young woman. , _ , _ .. . ... 

clamor: loud confused noise. The normal English spelling 

• \ Qrn0U r 

Vm done for: Bluntschli means that he no longer hopes to 

/wS? cat-like: smooth-speaking, but with a sinister undertone. 
a narrow shave: an escape by the narrowest margin. 
a miss is as good as a mile: English proverb meaning t,.a 
if the object aimed at, or the result desired, is r.o! 'cached 
there is no consolation in knowing that it was nearly reach¬ 
ed Here Bluntschli is expressing relief that the Bulgarian 
officer just missed discovering him. 
a professional soldier: one who serves in an army not ou* oi 
patriotism but as a career and for the pay. 
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12. you've beaten us hollow: an English idiom meaning litter 

defeat. 

genteel society manner: artificial and excessive politeness. 

13. superciliously: with a contemptuous air of superiority. 
grub: English slang word for food. 

shies: moves suddenly in nervous alarm. 

14. never smelt powder before: an English idiom still used, 

although it goes back to the days when the smell of gun¬ 
powder hung about a battlefield; the present-day equivalent 
is ‘never been under fire before*. 

15. ecstatically: here used to indicate Rain’s romantically excited 

state. 

cannoning together: coming into violent collision. 
an operatic tenor: the hero of an opera usually sings the tenor 
part and is often handsome in appearance. 

Don Quixote at the windmills: in the sixteenth-century, 
Spanish romance by Cervantes, Don Quixote is so over¬ 
come by romantic illusions that he imagines he is fighting 
an enemy when he is only attacking the sails of a windmill. 
as white as a sheet: pale with fear. 

17. in cold blood: without excitement or anger or passion. 

19. a hypnotized rabbit: rabbits are said to be struck motionless 

with fear when they are in the presence of danger. 
patronizingly: used here in the sense of encouragingly, 
stoop to pretend: Raina uses this phrase to show that she 
thinks Bluntschli is being deliberately insincere. 

20. Emani: the title of an opera by the Italian composer 

Giuseppi Verdi (1813-1901), first performed in Venice 
1844. Pronounced Er-nah-nee; Vair-dee. 
an old Castilian noble: a nobleman from Castile, a province 
in Spain. 

ACT II 

24. the paling: the fence around the garden. 

cigaret: Shaw’s simplified spelling of cigarette, 
imperturbability: the ability to remain calm and unexcited. 

25. levas: the plural of lev (or leva), the standard coin of Bulgaria 

as the rupee is of India. 

26. blabbed: to blab is to gossip without thinking of the possible 

consequences; to reveal secrets by loose talk. 

27. cognac: French word for brandy obtained from wine made at 

Cognac, a place in France. Pronounced kon-yak. 
mode only a very perfunctory toilet: had dressed hastily and 
U*; -arefully than if she had been going outside her own 

hoi. 

28. pec e: atfterine speaks the word angrily, because she thinks 

the eace terms are unfavourable to the victors. 
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28. 


30. 


31. 


32. 

33. 


34. 

35. 

36. 


37. 


19-40. 


41. 


43 . 


not friendly relations: PctkofT rr.can^ chat although fighting 
has ended and a peace treaty has been drawn up, the 
Bulgarians do not intend to be on good terms with the 
Serbs. 

Philippopolis: a town in central ‘Bulgaria; now called Plovdiv, 
a Parisian salon: French fashionable ladies in Paris were ac¬ 
customed to hold social gatherings attended by beautiful 
women and handsome men, who were sometimes also 
learned people and brilliant talkers; salon is a French 
word for a large apartment in a private house or other 
building. 

Byronism: many people in Britain and other countries copied 
the ideas and attitudes of the poet Byron, and such devotion 
was called Byronism , 

jejune: Shaw appears to use the word here to mean ‘childish*, 
though the dictionary meaning is ‘meagre, scanty, unsatisfy¬ 
ing to the mind*. Pronounced jee-joon. 

Childe Harold: the hero of a long poem by Byron. Childe 
Harold's Pilgrimage , describing travels in several European 
countries and referring also to historical persons and events. 
Cossack: the Cossacks were a Turkish tribe who came under 
Russian rule and were famous as fast-riding cavalry. 
ecru: the Anglicized form of the French word 6cru, meaning 
unbleached. 

bagman: a contemptuous word for a travelling salesman, who 
formerly always carried a large bag containing samples ol 

E^ad : 8 English colloquial exclamation used as a polite substi¬ 
tute for By God ! It is seldom heard now. 
chargers: name for the horses ridden by military officers. 
the seamy side of life: the darker, sordid, or ugly side 
a knieht in a tournament: in Europe in the Middle Ages 
noblemen in armour fought in single combat before a 
seated audience which often included the ladies to whom 
the knights were devoted. The word knight then suggested 

both soldier and servant of love. .... 

akimbo: with hand on hip and elbow extended sideways in 

line with the body. ... ... c , 

the higher love: the exalted and extravagant idea of love 
between men and women as a spiritual bond with little 
dependence on physical attraction. . 

cold of common day: Sergius, in an only half-senous bad 
temper means that Louka behaves as though she has no 
soul, but only earthy animal instincts. 
flirting- playful or insincere love-making whicn goes little 
further than the paying of complimentary attentions be¬ 
tween a young man and a girl. , 

her fingers itching: an English idiom meaning that the person 

in 
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43. has a strong impulse to chastise someone who has behaved 

annoyingly or badly. ..... , 

salver: a flat metal tray on which visitors name-cards are car¬ 
ried to the host or hostess. . . 

ar’rit they?: Shaw writes it arnt. The question is are they 

not ? 

44. He raises his eyebrows: a facial gesture expressing surprise or 

(sometimes) disapproval. 

45. baulked: hindered, thwarted, or cheated. 

46. forage: food for the horses. 

ACT m 

50. hookah: a smoking-pipe consisting of a vase to hold the 

lighted tobacco and a long flexible tube with a mouthpiece. 
The smoke passes through water before it reaches the 

smoker’s mouth. . , . 

51. I sign em: em ‘is a colloquial contraction for them ; it is 

usually written ’em. _ . 

52. shewing off: displaying something in a conceited manner, or 

behaving conceitedly. . , . , 

fVholl bet?: Who will bet? To bet (as the word is used 
here) is to put down a sum of money in support of a state¬ 
ment disputed by another, who may also put down money. 
The person who is proved right takes all the money. Wholl 
is usually written who’ll. 

53. grudge: unwilling to give or to allow. 

Well, I am d -: Well, I am damned! An oath used 

common speech, usually to express amazement at some un¬ 
expected occurrence. It is sometimes printed with d — 
for damned, to avoid offence to sensitive readers; but m 
the play here the dash indicates that Petkoff is interrupted 
by Catherine, who disapproves of the word she guesses he 
is about to use. 

hallucinations: things imagined as seen or experienced by 
persohs subject to delusions. 
valet: a man’s personal male servant. _ 
roused her expectations: caused her to believe she will receive 

the gift. . , ., . 

rapt: when a person’s attention is so thoroughly given to a 
particular object or thought that he becomes unaware of 
all else, he is said to be rapt. 

54. Inflating his chest and thumping it: a gesture of self- 

satisfaction. # . 4 

a thundering good day’s work: colloquial emphasis for a 
good day’s work*. 

pack them off: send them away immediately. , 

they’ll have the skin taken off their backs: they will be 
whipped. 
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54. I'll buy his discharge: I will pay to have him released Eom 

the army. 

You would only splutter at them: to splutter is to make 
incoherent sounds because of timidity or embarrassment 
and the splutterer often sprays saliva from his mouth. 

55. capital story: Bluntschli means that it was a very good story. 

56. quite touched: affected emotionally. 

57. unflinchingly: steadily; without wavering. 

58. infatuated: filled with extravagant and uncritical affection. 
Hand aufs Herzl: German colloquial expression '{hand on 

heart) to emphasize that what the speaker has said is strictly 
true. 

59. pawned it: lodged it with a pawnbroker, who lends money 

on articles which the owner has the right to reclaim later, 
on repayment of the amount lent with interest added. The 
article or articles arc then said to have been ‘redeemed’. 
The purpose cf pawning is to obtain a loan to meet tem¬ 
porary financial need. 

phlegmatically: in r. cool or indifferent manner; without 
emotion or excitement. Fiom phlegm, a thick semi-fluid 
substance i:« the human body and formerly supposed, when 
in excess, to make the person unimpressionable. Pro¬ 
nounced flem. 

she flounces eway: she moves away with an impatient swing 
of her body. 

fuming: agitated by suppressed anger. 

60. lips pursed: lips closed and drawn together into a wrinkled 

circular shape. 

whacking: slang word for large and bulky. 
disparaging: to disparage is to speak slightingly of a person 
with the intention of giving others a poor opinion of him. 
he has plenty of heart: he is courageous. 

61. dont be so contrary: don’t be so stubborn and d-sagreeable. 
backing up: supporting or 'confirming. 

63. youve got to know your place: you must behave humbly as a 

servant. 

sedately: here the word indicates that Nicola puts od a hypo¬ 
critical air or quiet humility. 

64. slashed and yelled: cut wildly in all directions with their 

swords and shouted loudly. 

65. the Czar: title cf the former Emperors of Russia. 

66 . my affianced bride: the woman I am bound in honour to 

marry. 

67. / brook no rivals: I do not tolerate rivals. 

Switzer: a native of Switzerland. 

68 . Stuff! Rubbish!: idiomatic exclamations meaning that the 

statement is ali nonsense. 

69. A hollow sham: an empty imposture. 
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70. 




74. 

75. 


76. 

77. 

78. 




a blockhead: a dull and stupid person. 

when you cried on: when you agreed. 

now that you cry off: now that you refuse. 

no magnetism: used here to mean no force of personality. 

Are fresh abysses opening? Are new and startling surprises 
coming? 

falls a victim to her sense of humour: is unable to remain 
serious. 

nursetending: caring for, as a nurse cares for a baby. 
a mutiny brewing: a mutiny. gathering force silently and out 
of sight before breaking out openly. 
dexterously: neatly and cleverly. 

enigmatically: in a puzzling manner, or with an air of mean¬ 
ing more than the words appear to mean on the surface. 
with cool unction: with hypocritical deference. 
testily: irritably. 

snorts: to snort is to express indignation or anger by a sudden 
forcing of breath through the nose, thus making a sound 
that suggests explosive emotion. 

She never cared two straws for me: an idiomatic expression 
for ‘She never liked me at all’. Bluntschli speaks deceptively 
here in order to protect Raina. 

hide and seek: a children’s game in which one player runs 
away and hides, while the others close their eyes until the 
hidden one gives a signal for the search to begin. 

How the deuce: a polite form of the exclamatory question 
‘How the devil . . . ?’ 
sagacity: discernment or insight or wisdom. 
eider-down quilts: ornamental coverings placed on top of beds 
to provide extra warmth, and stuffed with very small soft 
feathers from the breast of the eider duck, an Arctic bird. 
dessert spoons: spoons of medium size used for the ‘the sweet’ 
or dessert at the end of a meal. 


palatial establishments: large ana spacious prei 
in this case are hotels. 


ises, which 


three native languages: French, Italian, and German are 
spoken in Switzerland. 

Whew: an exclamation expressing astonishment; more often 
used by* the English to express discomfort in extremely 
hot weather. 

82. What a man: Sergius is filled with half-incredulous admiration 
for Bluntschli, who seems to him to be almost superhumanly 
efficient. 



